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With ſeveral New SONG 
Alſo, an Addition of Excellent POEMS. 


oN Do N: Printed by William Pearſon, and Sold 


Wit and Mir th. 


Melancholy: ; 


BEING 


{ A Collection of the beſt Merry BALLADS 


| and SONGS, Old and New. ; 


many of the SONGS being new Set. 
by Mr. D'U-fey. 


The Second Edition Carefully Correfted. 


Vol. II. 


"The ffrſt kind Doſe r may purge off Dregs i impure, 
And fit the ſickning Body for a Cure; 

But ſhould no Second Pills the Cure Compleat, 
Diſeaſe would rally, and regain its Seat, 
Deriding the Phyſician's thoughtleſs Care, 
Who could not perfect what he could Prepare. 


by Fobn Toung, Muſical-Inſtrument Seller at the 
Fa and Crown in St. Pauls Church.Twd. 1707. 
| Price Bound, 25, 64. 
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Fitted to all Humours, having each their 
| proper TUNE for either Voice, or Inſtrument, 
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The Publithert 0 0 . 


R E A DE R. 


T7 E p I LL 8 which I Pula foe time 
ſince, having had their deſired Effect, and been 


ſucceſsful in their Operation, by diſcharging thoſe 


Diftempers from the Reader's Stomach which they 
were intended to Purge off, I could not but thing my 
ſelf oblig'd to compleat his Cure, by giving bim 


ſomething to prevent any Attacks which Melancholy 
Hall make on him for the Future. It's an Epideni- . 
5 Diſtemper, and is likely, withont ſome Preſerva- 


tive againſt it, to grow upon our Engiſh Conſti- 


tutions, as long as Diſappointments, Poverty, &c. 
all have a Being amongſt ns. This has inducd me 
to employ my continued Labours to compoſe Medi- 
cines, which ſhall not only remove it when it has 


5 taling Poſſeſton of our Minds, but keep it at ſuch a 


diſtance, that it ſhall be render d incapable of mak- 


ing any Lodgments in em at all. And as my Fa- 
ther before has ſpared no Coſt or Pains to obIit the 
Public, ſo I ſhall make it my endeavour to come 


uy to his Exanple, what ever Diſappeintments Þ 


may meet with, either from the Baſeneſs of ſome, 


who pretend to "the like Performances, or the II 


tice of others. 


And as for my Pills, I dare avonch, 'em to be 


” ale up of the beſt Ingredients, and the greateſt 


varie y 
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The Publiſher to the Reader. 
variety f things fit to expell Melancholy, as ever 
' was, or ever will be made Public; and if theſe 
ſecond Endeavours have the ſome Succeſs as my firſt, 
e World ſhall be oblig'd with two mere ſuch Vo- 
Jnmes, as ſhall make it the moſt diverting and com- 
{| pleat Collection which is poſſible any Age can produce. 
Ihe Words of the Songs which are New, are writ- 
ten by the beſt Authors, and ſet to Muſick by the 
| beſt Maſters; and thoſe which are Old, have their 
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Ruff generally fl'd from em, which cannot but male 
em very agreeable. The variety mnft needs be en- | 
tertaining to the ſeveral Tempers the Buyers are of, 
the Price of em ſo little, and the Volume ſo ſmall, | 
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that both are proportionable to moſt People's Pockets, 
aud the defign of Publiſhing em ſo uſt, that the 
Reader will ſoon find, I prefer d his Satisfaction to 
mim own liter. Ce i Eg 
But Idetain the Reader, and keep him from the 

fight of a Treaſure, whoſe Ineſtimable Compoſitions | | 

need nothing to be ſaid in their Commendation, but 
are the beſt Panegyricks to themſelves. T ſhall there- | 
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ore lay open the rich Cabinet, and leave him to 
1 conclude with me, that their Tempers are wit bout 
Hopes of taking ſati fact ion in any thing of this na- 
ture, who do not give t hat their approbat ion, which . 
has merit init enough to recommend it to this Age, 
and Mirth enough to make it the entertainment of 
pb 15.40 cs. 
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According to Promiſe, which 1 made long ago 


Vet believe it's the firſt that J ever ſent Gratis. 4 


By my Soul, I've been. us'd ſo to Bolus and Potion, 
That I'm ready to ſwoon at a Phyſical Netion | 


To my Friend Mr. Playford On the Pulli. 
cation of his Second Booł of Pills. 


— 


8 (ſura- A} 
F. Harry, to prove that your thoughts were ab- 
For ſuppoſing I could not be true to my Word, 


At laſt I have ſqueez'd out a Couplet or two W 
In the praiſe of your Pills, and tho* my Verſe late is. 


— 


And if you would lend me, (that's give) a acobus, iq 


I'm perſwaded I couſd not take Pill Ex duobus: 
However, ſince yours have no Turpentine flavour, 5: 
Nor confine a Man cloſe to his righteous behaviour, 
Since no bitter Ingredients give offence to my Palatr, 
But they pleaſe me like Cheeſe which is toaſted or Sallad, 


Ill quit making Faces, to write Panegyrick, 7 


Tho I'm not half ſo fit for't as M. for Lyrich 


To begin then, pray take it as Thom his Sentance, 


Your Pills will ne'er bring one to Stool of Repentance . 
But will Chaſe away Sorrow, which will hang on our brows 
As a pretty young Girl does a batchelors Vows, 


(carriage, 


Who at ſight of her Beauty, drowns the thoughts of miſ- 
And Perjur'd, immediately ſets up for Marriage. 
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They're a cure for a Favrite who has adled his Senſes, 
And has loft our good word by getting his Princes 

The thought ful good Stateſman, who ſits a-la-mort, 

_ * Becauſe he's remov'd from the Council and Court. 
At the taſte of your Med'gines ſhall refine up his Griefe, 
And bleſs his Retirement, and bleſs your Reliefe. 
All Conditions and Sexes in country and City, 


From the Lady who ſpeaks all her words as in Print, 
And has Eyes which ſtrike Fire like a Steel and a flint, 
To the Damſel whoſe Language is courſe as her Skin, 
And who fain would be dabling, but ftarts at the Sin, 
As ſhe fares at and covets the thing call'd a Man, 
And ſhe thinks ſhe could do what her Ladiſhip can; 
From the prodigal Cit, who's a ſettling the Nation, 
Io the poor Country Thraſher, whoſe as great in his 


From their Squireſhips and Knighthoods, and Lordſhips 


To the Man of no Title, who makes em wry Faces, 
All alike ſhall be purg'd by your Laxative Verſes, 


AS they join in the praiſes of what I commend, 


London, June 


. 
D 


From the would be thought Wiſe, to the realy witty, 


(Station. 


(and Graces, 


Which ſhall looſen their Tongues inftead of their Arſes, 
5 And acknowledge you theirs, as I own you my Friend, 


T. B. 
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: To My Friend, Mr. Playford, on the Publi- 


T“ hard, my Friend in times where Envy reigns. 0 
To pleaſe one ſinle Palate or provide 


Az ev'ry Diſh does ev'ry Palate pteaſe, 
Hard to be Pleas'd, but harder to be Curd. 


And if the Muſe is preſcious of the Fate, 
Which does on innocent Diverfions wait 3 + 


What's the reſult of Fortune's Sov'raign will, 


Shall in thy praiſe, and to thy profit riſe, 


And Mirth and Wit, and Muſick ſhall ſucced: 


And in their Melody ſhall loſe their Pains : 


While not a College Quack among the Tribe, 
Need give advice to Kill, or need preſcribe, | 


cation of his Second Book of Pills, aud the 
. Encouragement his firſt bas met wit. 


J 


And Criticks run a Muck at uſeful Pains, 


0 


One Diſh which ſhall a Toaſter's Tafte abide: 
Yet have thy Labours with Succeſs been crown'd,”. _ 
And Malice owns thy Judgment to be ſound « | ENS 


And purges of the dregs of its Diſeaſe 3 
Which nothing like ſuch Treats before endur d, 


If ſhe can tell by her divining skill, 


and yes, 


This Work of thine, which charms our Ears 


All ſhall admire the Beauties, all ſhall read, 55 


As ev'ty Ear ſhall liſfen to the Lays, 5 

Which ev'ry Tongue that cannot ſing, ſhall Praiſe, 
The Rich ſhall buy em and the poor ſhall bear 

Thy Pills about em, to divert their Care. 

The Sick for Diet-drink ſhall taſt thy Strains, 


The Healthy ſhall thy pleaſing Doſes take, 
To keep em well, and for prevention's ſake, 
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Phyſician to the Body and the Mind. 


To perfect what rude hands now. ſtrive to ſpoil: 
Ballads and ſingle Songs are daily born 


f "a To tempt the fooliſh. People he would Cheat, 


| 
Since thou can't ſhew us what they ne er could find, 3 


% 


Go on, my Friend, thy healing Task purſue, : 


- Compleat the Cure of Verſe and Muſick too 3 


| 1 
Both are Debauc'd, and both aſſiſtance claim, i 
Erom:iſome kind Hand, to vindicate their Fame. 
Oh—1ct thy Father's vertues call thee forth, 

His matchlefs indefatigable Wort,, 

His ftudied Labours, and his endleſs Toil, 


Their Writer's Infamy, and Reader's Scorn g_ 

And Hawkers for true Mettle, vent their Dreſs, 
8 Grav'd by uncorrefed Croſs. 
Who, ſhameleſs Coxcomb, daily-gives offence 

To Truth, good Manners, Juflice, and to Senſe ;. 
Engravipg what he cannot truly Raad. 
As he retaik the Muſe to Penny Trade, 

And brings her down from her Exalted Seat, 


Ah! quickly riſe, the weeping Muſe invites g 
And calls thee to aſſert her ancient Rights : 
Reftore her to her Throne who's born to rule, 

And Print till thou haft broke this trifling Fool, 


Whoſe Work's are born, (whatever's his Deſign) 
To ſerve Thee as a Foil and ſet off thine. 


Willam Pittis, 
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t Alphabetical T A B L E 


9 THE 
| SONGS and POEMS. 


Contain'd in this 


A Maiden of late 
A Palphrey 8 
Ariſe ariſe, my Jug 
A pox upon this cur w Efe. 
Andrew and Maudlin 
A reſtleſs Lover I eſpy'd 
4 ſhepherd ſat him under 
Ain a Miſty Morning 
A Lad 0th Town 
A late expedition 
Abroad as I was Walking Th 
A came from Tottingham 
A luſty young Smiib 
Al the Town ſo Lend are grows 
Ab cruel bloody Fate. - : E 


Al my paſt. Life is mine no more 
4 Country Bunplin 


K ˙ eter 


An Alphabetical Table! | 


. 
— » — — "_ 1 


9 _ Yo more Fo Love . > 1. 
[f'- Blith Jockey young and gay e 
in Blefs mortals 5 0 | 4 253 | 
| i Come Liften good Poeple ER Sx. 4 
Fi Come my Fer of Gold _ „ 
5 Co Lorrel would need bave 'the Devil 101 
Fe Courtiers, Courties's 5 142 
i Come all the Nouths 251 
is Cold and raw, 1 - | _---\ 
Con d Man bis Wiſh obtain 295 | 
Celia ibat I once was bleſt- 4 ie 304 
Damon false 2 „ 283 
Erh in the dawning = | 25 276 | 
J merry News amony the Crew IT ooo 
Fancelia's Heart is fill the ſame & 
Fly from Olinda young and fair R 
Farewell bonny Wully a e 297 | 
Tor lris, I figh and bourly * So. 
Farewell the Hau Saint 1 we. | 1 
G N NP | 
| Good poeple al, in Two parts, . . 
| Go tell Amintor, Gentle 9 2 
[ Happy is the Country Life 125 2542 
f Happy tbe time when free * Love : | 307 
. 5 — 
| PU Sing in the Praiſe S 
PI tell you a Story, a flory anon . 1 
Jockey late with jenny walking 3 90 
3 If any one long 1 92 
i r | 104 
5 Ibave been Faſt | 106 | 
. I find I am 4 Cucteſd 3 1 
| If every Woman TR 10 
1; prithee ſweet beart 2 15 4 N 


„ 


5 | An u Alphaberical Table, 


0 | 1 Summer time, in two party 
| It is my delight 
loan 0 = May. Pole 
| Ih Fifty fue 
| Ii pleaſe you for to bear | 
\ In our Country, and your Country 
Inſtead of our Buildings 
TI ſing you a Song of my Mipris 
Jolly Roger Twangdillo 
Foy to the Bridegroom = 
T1 tender young Maid 
Jenny long reſiſted 
1 never ſaw a Face till now 
In vain ſhe frowns 
In the World can ever 
, _-Fopging on from yonder Green 
Fa woful ſed Diity 
nn Courts, Ambition 
J H1 a Deſart in Greenland 
In the ſpade, pon the Grafs 
5 * 


« : Kate the tovelieſt thing 1 
Katy's a Beauty palin "PRE: 
London is 4 fre Ion 
Lady ſweet now do not fromn, 1 
Ladies why doth Love 
| Liſten Lordlings to my fry. 
Long have I grieved F 
| _ Tovely Laurinda, blame not me Þ 
Let Monarks Fight © 
Ter the Souldiers rejoyce 


<0 My Maſiers and Friends 
/ Maſters and Friends 
I pretty Maid 
M Miſtris is a hive of Bees 
| My Mother fhe will not endure, 
My Mind to me a Kingdoms is 
e go 1 


4 1 
* - . 
4 7 Eh 
— * — * A * 


„e 


Now all My Friends 

Now fie u —__ a Felous Brain 
Nothing than Cloe 

Now ev'ry place freſh * yeilds- 


ob the Miller 42 
One Evening 4 little before 
Of all the Worlds Enjoyments 
One Holy-day laſl Summer 
One Sunday after Maſs 

on Enfield Common 


7 
Tray lend me your Fur 5 
Pan leave Pipeing 

Friibee Friend 

Peggy in Devotion | 
R 
Room for 4 Rover Ts 


35 Cone Criſtim People 


"Since Popery of late, in Two Parts 
Some Years of late 
"ball 1 waſting in Deſpair | 


Home Wives A good, and fame ge bad 


State and Ambition, alas 
Shone a Welch Runt 
_ Smilin "g Phillis bas an Air 
-S$rill 1'm- wiſhing 


Tho it may ſeem. Rude 
I bere was an Old. Woman 
Jo Hunt the Fox 
_ "There was a Maid 
The bootleſs I muſk - 
"They ſay the World is full of 
Ive Was 4 Lady, i in Two parts 


An A) thaberica! Table 


N 
As Gentlemen 0 t you all Merry 
Not Jon 7 ago, as all alone 


— ͤ cjaeawc_ ö — — — — — , ae 1 


An Alphabetical Table. 
| There was 4 Laſs : oo 
| The Wit bath 1ong 
The Beerd thick 
| This is a Structure | 
There were two Bumpkiys . 
To Charming Celia's 
There was 4 Man 
To find my Tom of Bedlam 
The Devil be was fo 
The weather's too bleak now, 5 
Theſe London Wenches are ſo ſtout 
Ib uere lately was a Maiden fair 
| 59 _ 75 2 
| the pride of my Paſhion 
The 044 fe ſent 9 fo Reg 
| "Twas when Summer was Roſie 
There is one black 5 
The Larks awake the drowſie mort 
The fire of Love in JR TOO Z 


| 
| 


When Rich Men die 
Will you pleaſe to give Far 
When he came firff to London 
Was ever a Man ſo vexd 
What tho I am 4 Country Li: 
What Creature's that 
While ibe Citizens prate 
Why ge my Bet © 
Walking down the Highland Town 
Women are Wanton dE 
What if Betty grows Old 
" What's a Cuckold 
What need we take care 
ben Sawny firſt did Woe me 
| When Cupid from bis Mother fled 
it When I ſee my Strephon Janguiſh 
Peel, I (ay that for 


7 
IR, » 
Be 4 5 — a 0 i 
—— ¼ een nn. ꝙꝗeꝛ— — 


An Al phabetical Table: 


Was it ſome Cherubim. 282 
When for Air 288 
Wat ſhall I do 1 «293 
Wl TWhy does the Morn r 
Men Aurelia firſt 7 Courted ; | 306 
nat Europe is alarm'd with 2 310 
von courrier: ſcorn we . 99 
Tu Maidens and Wives 160 


ung Phaon ſtrove | 249 


dos 


Fee, Britains ſee, | . 
"Blanduſia ! Nymph of = 314 
Read, faireſt of the Graces 316 
10 all young Men 319 
There are J know 321 
The Country People | 322 
Hetzer our beads c e 
| If you will be ſtil 3 ibid. 


— — 


. r 74 9 Fg 920 Wenn * K * *., . = 
” 4 * * 


x "Bile fo | Pas Milanchoh: 
| \ | 
| we B L AC K BIR D- e SONG. 
e By Ba e . pet "| 
| 
| 
1-4 
| | 
TY Yonder Town's {0 hot, | 7M 
1 T a Country Lover 3 ty _ 
| Bleſs my Freedom got: NS rs TY 
Ibis Celeftial- Weather | — 
5 |  _ Such Enjoyment gives, W_ 
| We like Birds flock hither, "2 


Browzing on green leaves, 5 
- Some who. late ſat ſcowling 
pPublick Cheats to mend, 
Study now with Bowling 
"TIF Each to cheat his Friend,  * 
= | I dilſt on the Hawtborn Tree, Terry rerry, rerry, rerry, remry,,. 
-— rerry, rerry, ſings the Blackbird, Ob what 4 Warll bave we. 


: In the Eaftern Regions | 

|  __ Canibals abound, 
EZas d of all Religions, | 
Man does Man Confound: 


| * : 


"> gw" 


8 => can — 8 _ 
k f —— 


2 Bibs 5 Poge may 


But our worſer Natives | je 
Here Church-Rules ober, N 
Yet like barb rous Catiffs, | % 

6 - Gorge up more than they. TR gs 
In the Town, hot JT 

Fools to Faction draw, e 
Nonſence, Noiſe and Malice, e 

Paſſes too for Law. „ 5 oO 
i biſſt i in the, Oe. in 1 


I Theold Game's again on Trial, FEISS. FED z 

As our Church-men gueſs; 7 
Some write We moſt Loyal, 
| Yet mean nothing les. 

Ev'ry Fattious Tezer, : 1 
Proudly votes his Will; Vn 
Praiſe be then to Ceſar, Wa „ OuRe, 
"Who ſits Patient ſtill. 
Cbanc n wants a Ruler, 
Juftice Scales to guid, . 
8-. ts want a Cooler, | 5 W 
Wbo like Febu Ride. N | 

Whit on the, Se, 1 


Give me then a Bottle, £43 2 Be 
| ' Muſidora by, | „„ 
| Wine that warms the Nodle; 
4 Does all Cares defy, 
1 Sol has entr'd Arie. 
1 Summer Sweets do fall, 
Pleaſures new and . 1 fu 
ö Let's enjoy em all. EEA pot 
\ + - Sq adiew, State Janglers, | PTS IU 
Our whole Winters Curſe 5 
Farewel to Law-wranglers, 
That fo plague _ Purſe. 


Hark in the, Ce 
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Pills to Purge Priancholy. | 


The CUT PU RSE. 
H BEN. JOHNSON. 


| ( near, 
Y / Maſters and Friends, and good People draw 
And look to your Purſes, for that I do ſay, 
And tho" little Money in them you do weary, _ 
It coſt more to get than to loſe in a Day 3 >} 
Lou oft have been told 

The Young and the Old, ; 

And bidden beware of the Cutpurfe ſo bold; 

Then if you take heed not, free me from the Curſe, 
Who give you fair Warning for and the Cutpurſe. 
 Touth, Touth, thou had'ſt better been tarv'd at Nurſe, | 
They for 10 be box for cutting a * W „„ 


2 Pills to Purge Melancholy. 

It hath been upbraided to Men of my Trade, 
That oft. times we are the Cauſe of this Crime, 
Alack and for pitty, why ſhould it be ſaid? | 
as if they regarded or Place or Time: EN 

Examples have been 

SHl ſome that were ſeen 5 
In Weſtminſter. Hall, yea, the Pleaders betweeny AS 
Then why ſhould the Fudges be free from this Curſe, 


More than my poor ſelf, for cutting the Purſe? 


Touth, Touth, &c. 
At Worceſter * tis known well, and even *th'Jayl, 
| A Knightof good worth did there ſhew his Face, 
Againſt the ſmall Sinner in rage for to rail, 
And loft Ipſo facto, his Purſe i'th* Place; 
Nay even from the Seat 
5 Of Judgment ſo great, 
A Fudge there did looſe a fair Purſe of Velvet, 
O Lord for thy Mercy, how wicked or worſe, - 
Are thoſe that ſo venture their Necks for a Purſe 5 
Toutb, Nouth, &c. 0 1 
At Plays and at Sermons, and at the Seffions, : 
Tis daily their Practice ſuch Booties to make; 
Yea under the Gallows at Executions, 
They ſtick not, but ſtare about purſes to take: 

Nay, once without Grace, 0; - 
| At a better place. | Eh. 
At Court, and at Chriſtma; before the King” s face: 
Alack then for pitty muſt I bear the Curſe, : 

That only belong to the ane Out. purſe ? 
Poutb, Pouth, Rec. 


EE 


Fut oh you vile Nation of Cut-purſes all, 


Relent and Repent, and amend, and be und. | 
And know that you ought not by honeft Mens Fall, 
To advance your own Fortunes, to dio above Ground 8 
And tho you go Gay LEE: 
In Silks, as you may, 
it is not the High-way to Zeaven (they ſay ) 
-Repent, then Repent ye for better, for worſe, 
And Kiſs not the Gallows for nn, a Purſe. | 


— Touh, Touth, Kc. ; "Th 


© —_— 3 p 


mw 


"Pile to Purge 22 „ 
The MAIDEN Longing. 1 9 
5 To the ſame Tune. 9 5 


So a Maiden of late, _ | 
5 Whoſe Name was ſweet Kate, 5 
Sbe dwelt in London near Alderſgate; | 
Nou lift to my Ditty, 5 it Lcan, 
She would have a Child, without help of a . 


: Toa Door ſhe came, 

= A Man of Great Fame, 

Wjhoſe deep Skill in Phyſick Report did proclaim, 

| Quoth ſhe, Mr. Doctor ſhew me if you can, 
| | How may Conceive without help of a Man, 


„ liften, quoth he, 

: Since fo it mult be, . 

This woudrous firange Med'cine 1'll ſhew preſently 3 

Take Nine Pound of Thunder, fix . of a Swan, 
And you ſhall Conceive without helpo a Man, 


5 The Wool of a Frog, 

„ EE e a 

| Well Parboil'd together in the Skin of a "YN 
With the Egg of a Moon-Calf, if get you can, 
And you (hall Conceive without help of a Man, 


. 15 Love of falſe Harlots, 

The Faith of falſe Varlets, _ 
With the Truth of Decoys that walk in their Sarlets, 
* And the Feathers of a Lobſter well fry'd in a Pan, 
| And you ſhall Conceive without help of a Man, 


Nine drops of Rain, lo WE 
. Brought hither from Spain, 
With the blaft of a Bellows quite over the main, 
With eight quarts of Brimſtone Brew'd in a Beer Can, 


And you ſhall Conceive without help of a Man. 
— | 3 3 


Six 


. Pill to Purgs OY 


4, 
y 
/ 
= 
19 
3 
: 
p i 
i 
. 
e 
F 
13 
4 
{ 
3/7 
| 4 
4 2 
| 
| 
* 
: 
r 


Six Pottles of Lard * 
Squeez'd from a Rock hard, 
With nine Turkey Eggs, each as long as a Yasd, 
With a Pudding of Hail-ftones well bak d in a Dan, 
And you ſhall Conceive r help of a Man. 


| Theſe Med'cines are good, 
And approved have ſtood, 


Well temper'd together with a Pottle of Blood, 


$queez'd from a Graſhopper and the Nail of a tags 
To make Maids Conceive without help of Man. 


— 


— — . 


Upon the PI RA MID. 
By Mr. Nucl Fe oe. BO the ſame lune. 


ſY Maſters and Friends, and good People draw near, 
For here's a new fight which you muſt not eſcape, 5 
A ſtately young Fabrick that coſt very dear, 


Renown'd for ftrait Body and BH hape; 
| A Pyramid much highr _ 
Than a Steeple or Spire, 


By which you-may gueſs there has beena Fire, 
Ah London th'adft better have built new Burdello's, 
T' encourage She-Traders and luſty young Fellows. | 


No ſooner the City had loft their old Houſes, 


But they fet up this Monument wonderful Tall; 


Tho' when Chriſtians were Burnt, as Fox plainly ſhew us, 


There was nothing ſet up but his Book in che Hall. 
And yet theſe Men cant 
in their Conſcience but grant, 
That a Houſe is unworthy compar d | to a Saint. 
46 London, ME.” 6; 
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The Children of Men i in n erefting old Babel, 
Io be ſaved from Water did only deſire: : 


So the City preſumes that this young one is able, 


When occaſion ſhall ſerye, to ſecure them from Fire; 
Blowing up when all's done 8 ä 
Preſerves beſt the Town, 


| © this Hieroglyphic will ſoon be blown down. 


Ah London, NC, 


- Some ſay it reſembles a Glaf: fit for Maw, l 
And think themſelves Witty by giving Nick names 1 
An Extinguiſher too tis fancied by ſome, | 


As ſet up on purpoſe to put out the Flames. | 
But whatever they ſhall 
This Workmanſhip call, 


>, 


Had it never been thought ot on chad been aSave-all 


Ah London, &c. 


; Some paſſengers ſeem to ſuſpect the Grave City, 


As Men not ſo wiſe as they ſhou'd be, or ſo ; 


: And oftentimes ſay, 'tis a great deal of pitty | 


So much Coin ſhou'd be ſpent, and ſo little to ſhow. 
But theſe Men ne're ſtop | 


To pay for going up, 


For all that's worth ſeeing, is when are a- top. 


Ah London, &c. | 


"a But oO you proud Nations of Citizens an, 


Suppoſing y'had rear 'd but only one Stone, 
And on it engrav'd a ſtppendious Tale, : 


Of a Conflagration the like was ne*'re known ; 


It had been as good 
T' have humour'd the Croud, 


And a4 then y*had prevented their Laughing aloud, 


Ah 1 _ 


3: 
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| May London ſay, Woe worth the Carpenter, 8 


Three Children ſiding « on the Thames, 
Tune of Chivy Chaſe | 5 


| Gone Chriſtian People all give ear 


Unto the Grief of us, | 
Cans d by the Death of three Children dear, 
: #hich it happen'd thus. 


8 Ard eke there befel an Accident, | 


By fault of a Carpenters Son, 


Who to ſaw Chips his ſharp Ax lent, | 


Woe Worth the time, may Lot 


And all ſuch Blockhead Fools, 
Would he were hang'd up like a e here, 
For Jeſtin g wich Edge toolss. 


For into the chips there fell a ſpark, 
Which put out in ſuch Flames, 

That it was known into Southwark, 
Which liv es beyond the Thames, 


For lo the Bridge was wondrous high, 
With Water underneath : 


Ober which as many Fiſhes fly, 


As Birds therein do breath, 


And 


Nil to Purge Melancholy. 
| And yet the Fire conſum'd the Bridge, 
- Not far from place of Landing, 


And tho' the building was full big, 
It felldown notwithftanding. 


And eke into the Water fell 
So many Pewter-diſhes, | 
That a Man might have taken up very well 
Both Boyl'd and Roaſted Fiſhes. | 


And thus th- Bridge of London Town, 
oF For building that was ſumptuous, 
N Was all by Fire half burnt down, 
| For being too contemptious. 


An thus you have all but half my Song, 
Pray lift to what comes after; 

For now I have cool'd you with the Fire, 7 

_ TH warm you with the Water. 7 off] 


I!) tell you what the River's Name is, 

Where theſe Children did flide-a, | 
It was fair London's ſwifteft Thames, 5 N 5 
hat keeps both time and Tide-a, 


All on the Tenth of Famuary, 
Io wonder of much People, . 
Twas frozen o're that well *twould bear 
Almoſt a Country Steeple. 


Three Children ſliding thereabout, 
Upon a plase too thin, 898 
That ſo at laſt it did fall out, 
That they did all fall in. 


** 
. 
r 
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And with the King great Wager makes: 
But when he ſaw he could not win, 
He figh'd and would have drawn Stakes. 


| * 
N | N A great Lord there was that laid with-the King, 

| 

bs 


OE: Vill to Purge Melancholy. | 
1 He ſaid it would bear à Man for to ſlide, peg | 
Wi | And laid a hundred Pound; ; 
f | . The King ſaid it would break, and ſo it did, 
| | * For three ers there were drown'd. 
i Of which one's head was from his Shoulder - : I" 
11 Ears ftricken, whoſe Name was John, 
= Who then cry'd out as loud as he Gs, 5 
A | | 0 Lon.a Lon. a London, 
9 | 0 tut-rut-tury from thy F nful Race : 5 | ; 
11 Thus did his Speech decay: NE, = 
1 I wonder that in ſuch a Caſe, | 15 
| | He had no more to Who. 
1 And thus being arown d, 4. lack a- lact, 1 
5 | The Water ran down their Throats, 5 5 | 
WA And ſtops their Breaths three hours by the C lock 
[| Before they could get any Boats. 6 ELF 
» | Ve Parents all that Children have, ** = 
mt And ye that have none yet; e 
N Preſerve your Children from the Grave, : 1 | 
And teach them at home to fit, i 
bly . f 
| (| | For had theſe at a Sermon been, 
| | Or elſe upon dry Ground, 
un Why then 1 would never have been ſeen, 
1 If that they had been drown d. 
1 ; Eyen as a Huntſman ties his Dogs, a . 
| 1 For fear they ſhould go fro him, | \ 
my! So tie your Children with ſeverities Clogs, 7 þ 
LE Unty 'em, and you'll undo em. | 
1 1 God bleſs our Noble Parliament, 5 EY ih 
And rid them from all Fears, SURE „ 
| God bleſs th' Commons of this Land, | 
* And God bleſs ſome o'th' Peers. 


OR” — 


I will repeat a Hector's Life; 


There was no Lady in the Land, 


For he no living Man did fear, 5 
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_,ÞHIL, PORTE R's ee. 
e 1 0 
To the . Tine. e i 


\ Ood People all, 1 pray give ear, 
My Words concern ye much : 


Pray God ye be not ſuch. . TIS ben 


There was a Gallant in the Town, 
A brave and jolly” Sporter z 


But he knew how to Court ber. 


His Perſon comely was and tall, 


More comely have been few Men, 


4 Which made him well belov'd of Men, 


But more beloy'd of Women. 


Beſides all this, I can you tell, 5 : 8 "nl 
That he was well endowed | | 


With many Graces of the Mind, 


Had they been well beſtowed. . 


| He was as Liberal as the Sun, 


His Gold he treely ſpent, : 


Whether ic were his own Eſtate, . | 1 


Or that it were him lent. 5 Ws” 


For Valour he a Lyon was, | | 


l fay a Lyon bol4 ; re eros ro 


That Sword! in Hand did bold. 
J 


£ gn — —— —— —e-⸗ rr , 2 — — 
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And when that he with glittering Blade . 
Did e're aſſail his Foes, 


Full well 1 troe, they did not miſs 5 


Their Belley full of Blows, 


” A French Man once aſſaulted bim, C 


And told him that he ly'd, 
For which with Quart- pot he him flew. 
And ſo the French Man 1 8 - 


; Three Danes, x Germans, and five Sweeds, : 


Met him in Lane of Drury, 
Who cauſe they took of him the Wall, 
He kill'd them i in his Fury. 


Upon his Body wel a- day, 
Full many a Scar he bore, 


- His Skin did look like Sattin pinck'd, 


With Gaſhes many a ſcore. 


Oh had he loft that Noble Blood Cas 


For Country's Liberty! 
Where could all Englavd then have found * 
S0 brave a Man as he? 8 


* 


But woe is me, theſe Vertues great, 


Were all-eclips'd with Vice, AE 
Juſt ſo the Sun that new ſhines 9 7 
Is darkn'd in a Trice, N 


For he did Swagger, Drink and Game, 


Indeed what would he not, 
His Pſalter and his Catechize 
He utterly forgot. 


Br. 


- But he is gone, and we will let 


Fil to Pirge Melancholy 


"of 


DH 


No more of him be ſaid 3 
They ſay tis naught for to reveal 
The Vices of the Dead. 


Beſides we have this PET'S to think 


That he may ſcape Tormenting ; 


For the Old Nurſe that watch d with him, RE 


Did ſay he dy'd Repenting, 
pe Second P ART. 


Sarevell Three Kings, where I have ſpent | 
Full many an Idle Hour; 
Where oft 1 won, but never r loſt, 
If 'twere within my Power. 


Where the Raw Gallants I did chuſe, 


Like any Kag-4-muſfin ; 
But now I'm fick and cannot play ; 
Who'll truft me for a Coffin? 


| Farewell my deareſt Pickadily, 


Notorious for great Dinners; | 


Oh what a Tennis-Court was there | 


Alas! too good for Sinuers, 


Farewell Spring- Garden, where I usd 
To Piſs before the Ladies z 


Poor Souls! Who'll he their Hector now, 


And get” em pretty Babies. 


11 


12 Bl to Purge Melancholy. 
Farewel the Glory of Hide. Park, 

Which was to me ſo deary 
Ah, ſince I can't enjoy it more, 
Would I were buried there. 


Fäareuel Tormenting Creditors, ' 
Whoſe Scores did fo perplex me; 


For now they'll ceaſe to vex me. 


Farewell true Brethren of the Sword, 
All Martial Men and ſtout; 395 
Fare wel dear Drawer at the Fleece, 

I cannot leave thee out. 


My time draws on, I now muſt g- 
From this beloved Lightz 
Remember me to pretty Sus, 
And ſo dear Friends good Night: 


With that on Pillow low he laid 
His pale and drooping Head, 


And ſtreight ere Cat could lick her Ear, 
Poor Philly he was dead. "as 


Now God bleſs all that will be bleſt, 
God bleſs the Inns of Courts, 


ul And God bleſs D' Avenant's Opera, 
Which is the Sport of Sports. 


Wel! Death I ſee for ſomething's good, 44 55 


Vn 


————— — —— 


They ſtrait ſhall have a . 


5 Full many a Can he often rau 


| And Tung it in the Street. 
And ſhall he die, and no Rane ito- 


And ſhall he die, alas poor Fo, 
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W Hen rich Men die, whoſe purſes ſwell 
| With Silver and with Gold,. 


Their Memories t uphotd-- 


Yet all that Men can ſay of them, 

. Theylived fo unknown, | 

Is but to write upon their Tombs,. - 
Here lieth ſuch a one. 85 


When Foſeph Wright, who died poor 
( Tho? Simon was his Porter) 

Shall die as if he ne're had been, oy 
And want his Worth' $ Reporter. 


In Fleet. ſtreet in the Cellar, 
Yet he muft unremenher'd die, 
Like ſome baſe Fortune-teller, 


He made the Ballad of the Turk, 


No Friends it is got meet. 


He lived in a Garret high; 3 - 
Not much below the Steple, 


Ua khown unto the Feople f- 


He had a Dog. bis Name was voonß 
Th Dog with him did lyez 

Shall obit live for his Dog 8 ſake, - 
And Fo. ne Lekdes die FP ” x 


— 


- 


He had no Curtains to his Bed, 
But yet for t other Quart 
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| Coin he would find, and ſhall he die . 


And no Man lay't to Heart ? - 


He hated all the Female Sex, 
Who knew his private Grudge, 

And muſt he therefore die forgot? 
I leave the World to Judge. 


| Each Term he ask'd his Father Bleſſing, 


On bended Knee demurely. 
Who then did give him Shillings Ten, 
And muſt he die obſcurely. 7 


No, Fo, Tl bid Peace to thy Bones, 
Tho' they were ſick and Crafie, 


And muſt be quite made New again 


© Before that Heaven can raiſe thee. 


Aluqd fince thon'rt gone, and there is none 


Who knoweth where to find thee, 
un fix this Truth upon thy Name, 
Thou didft leave Wit behind thee, 


Wit that ſhall make thy Name to laſt, | 
When Tarlton's ſeſts are rotten, | 
And George-a-green, and Motber Bunch 
_ _ Shall all be quite forgotten: 2 


Now if you ask where Fo is gone, 
You think I cannot tell; 
On he is bleft, for he was Poor, 
And could not goto Hell. 


But for his Father, rich in Bags, 
I ̃ be Devil ought to have him, Ss 
That took no care of ſuch a Sonn 

- Till 'twas too late to ſave him. ( 


— ad . — — 


„ — — 
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To whom the filly Jade in Field. 
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To the ſame Tine. | 


10 0 n 


A 74 ry proud, prick'd up with Pride. ; 
Went Prancing on the way, x 


£ By chance a Mill-horſe he eſpy d, 


At whom he gan to Neigh: 


And ſcornfully with great Diſdain 


The Palpbry he ftood ſtill, 
And laughed at the ſilly Horte, 
| Which carry'd Sacks to Mill, 


Stand back, quoth he. thou moyling Aſs,. 


A ſhame to Beggars kind; 
Give place to me, thy Lord, to - ip 
Thou Drudge and toiling Hind, 


And with theſe Words he flung his nen, 


And by the Mill. Horſe paſs 
Did thus reply at laſt, 


py * * 
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| despite upon his back 


well, wel, quoth he, with Mouraful Ning, 

Full little know ' ſt thou ee 

E re that thou come unto thy end, 
Who on thy back ſhall tit, | 


| When I was young, as thou art now, ; 


Full little did J care, | 
And never thought upon theſe tacks, | 
Which now to Mil I bear. | 


J could both Manage, Stop and rum, 


Curvet, and bravely Fling : 


At Tilts and Turnaments I ſery'd, 


_ Likewiſe to run a Race at Ring. 


Then was 1 fed with Corn and Hay, 
And had each thing at Will. 


- But when my ftrength did wear away, 


I fold was to the Mill. 


And thou which proadly here got Prance, 


And giv'ſt no Man the Way, 


Full little doft thou know how ſoon . 


Thou ſhalt come to decay. 


Thy Mäſter' s Stable is no Grange, 


Boaſt not therefore of Strength, 


t to N= ien | 


* 


Vet not ſo conſtant is by 8 3 * 


As thou ſhalt find at length. . 


A Mighty Monarch bore, . 


| When had ſpent his freſh green Youth, | 
F.--- - The Dogs his el did tears 


. 
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A Horte 2 Hound, a Hauk, a Man, CFR 


Serve but their youthful Prime, + 


Therefore take heed, if thou be mw, 118 


Lay hold while it is time. 


Truſt not then to after worde, 
Gape not for had | liſt, | 


Ten Pirds on Wing are not ſo good 


As one upon the 5nd 


With ſore of Shells in Peaſe.cod time 
Beſure thou ſhalt be fed, 

With fair Words and ſweet ones too, 5 
Beſl ure thou ſhalt be led, | 


And when thy ſtrength does wear aways 
And Beauty 'gins to fade, | 


Away then with this doating Aſs, 


He ſerveth for the Spade. 


Lo here you luſty Lads to learn, 
Under a Caveat told, 
That younglings ſpend their freſh green Youth, 
Not thinking to be old. 


— 


Therefore hoiſt not your ails too high, 
Diſdain not ſimple Will, 
For many a ſturdy Horſe e Te now, | 
Hath carried . to Mill. 
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1 fing i in the Praiſe, if you'll lend but an Ear, 


For I vow and proteft, they're as brave Men and willing 
As ever old Rome bred, or new Ini-tiRing.. 


Lord, had you but ſeen *em March with that Decorum, 
K That no Roman Triumph cou'd e're go before em. 


Like Porkſhire Attorneys, coming up to the Term. 


On Long-tails, on Boh- .tails, on Trotter and Pacers, 
Oa Pads, Hawkers, Hunters, on Higlers and Racers, 


| (and Panders, 
| Appt -ar'd all like ſo mage brave Alexanders, 


Of the fierce Royal Regiment, but don't think I leer, 


Some Smoaking, ſome Whittling, all meaning no Harm, 


You' d have ſworn Knights and Squires, Prigs, Cuckolds, 


1 l — e 


_ 


To make out a Coy'ring for the Troop's Kittle· Drum. 


= 


Thoſe Warriours who through all Dangers muſt £0 2 'f 


' Moſt bravely deſpiſing Blood, Battle and Foe z _ , 
Was mounted on Steeds the laſt Lotd-Mayor's day, 
From Turkey, Spain, Barbary, Coach, Cart and Dray, 


was that very day their high. Proweſs was ſhown, _ 


In guarding the King through the Fire-works o'th' Town; 
Tho' Sparks were Unhorſt, and their lac'd Coats were - 


= 5 1 3 (ſpoil'd, if 
Yet they dreaded no Squibs from Man, Woman, or Child. 


The Cornet whoſe Noſe, tho? it ſpoke him no Roman, 
Was mounted that day on a Horſe fearing no Man; 
No wonder, for all o're his Trappings ſo Sumptuous 
Held ty'd Squibs and Crackers; *twas mighty Preſump- . 


- _ (tio. 


hut mark his Defign, faith tis worth your Admiring, | 5 
and 


'Twas to let the Queen fee how his Horſe wou d 


SE, CCC _: 
Not wiſely conſidering Her Majefty's Marry d. 
And he had been Hang d, had ſome body Miſcarry t. 


Al Hearts true as Steel; but of all the brave Fellows, 
The Scriv'ner for my Money, who was ſo Zealous 


He tent for the Leaſe of own Houſe from home, 


The Lieutenant Colonel being thrown by a Gennet, 


His Son- in- law fancying ſome Treachery in it, 


LF 


| Gave the Horſe the Oats, which the Beaſt took they ſay, : | 
But ſwore by the Lord they went down like chopt Hay. 


He the Horſe of ſome Iriſh papiſt did buy, 


So doubting, as well he might, his Loyalty, 


He made him to cat with his Oats Gunpawdero. 
And prance to the Tune of old Lilly burlero. 
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The Fub · preaching Saint was io Zealous a Blade, 
In Jack: Boots day and night he Slept, Preach'd & Pray d: 


To call em to Prayers he needs no Saints Bell, 


Por gingling his Spurs Chimes 'em all in as well, 


A noble ſtout Scriviner, who now ſhall be Nameleſs, 
That in Day of Battle he might be found Blameleſs, 
A War-Horſe of Wood of a Dutch Carver buys, 
To learn with more fafety the Horſe Exerciſe, 


With one Eye on's Honour, the other on Gain, 


1 He fixes a Desk on Bucepbalus's Main, 


That ſo by this means he his Prancer beftriding, 
Might practice at once his Writing and Riding, 


But On the ſad News that their Joy quite confounds, be” 


To 7e1and their own like the laſt Trumpet ſounds ! - 


Lord, Lord, how this ſet them a writing Petitions;. 
And thinking of nothing but Terms and Conditions, 


* Ah who'll March for me Speak any that dare, 
_ Here's a Horſe and a hundred Pound for him, that's fair. 
Dear Courtier excuſe me from Teugue- land and Slaughter, 


And take which you pleaſe, Sir, my Wife or my Daughter. 
5 5 0 
Some feign'd themſelves Lame, ſome feign'd themſelyes 

At laft finding all themſelves by themſelves Trapt, 
The King moſt unanimouſly they Addreſt, 75 


And told him the Truth, it was all but a Jeft. 


| A Jeft, quoth'the King, and with that the King ſmil'd, 


Come it n-'re ſhall be aid that a good Jeft was ſpoil'd, 
Therefore 1 Diſmiſs you, in Peace all depart. 


| Six, tis more your goodneſs, than our deſert, 


- Thus being deliver'd from th tedious Vexation, : 


| 


Of being Defenders of this or that Nation, 


They kils'd Royal Fiſt and were Drunk all for Joy, 
Then broke all their Swords, and cry'd, Vive je N). 5 


—— NTT 


To ſay the Truth, *twasa very Heilding. 


. , * » | 5 5 9 3 x . 
Fille to Purge Melancholy, © 21 


5 A ſad and lamentable Account of an unhappy þ 2 i 
Accident that befell a young Gentleman, by a _ | 
Fall from his Horſe, wbereby he moſt dange - 


* 8 


rouſiy hurt his Noſe and his Chin. 


| G good People, the whilft I relate, 

An Accident moſt Unfortunate, „ 

Of a Horſe and a Gentleman, and a ſad Fate, '. | 
„ M bieb Nobody can deny, _ 


Then firſt of the irſt, ſays the Country Parſon, 


It was a Mad Beaſt as ere was clap'd Arſe on, 
And he would run furiouſly like a Mars on. + 
e MHMbich Nobody, &c. 


It was not an Horſe, nor a Mare, but a Gelding, 
A Run-away Beaft that will not be held in 


Which Nobody, &c. 


% 
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EE. To tell you his Colper, his Age, or. his Feature, 


At what he was Rated, or what was his Stature, 
Why faith AOL aa beſides our Matter, 


And tell you the Cauſe of this ſad Diſafter, 


8 ay and how this Horſe did ſerve his Maſter, 


Which Nobody, &c, 


: FR this Horſe and his Maſter were going to Bed, Pd 
(The Maſter and Horſe, I fhould have ſaid). 
Away ran this Horſe as if he had fled, 


bich Nobody Nc. 


Onward: went Pegaſi1s, there let him fray, 


Off went the Gentleman, there let him lay, 


For this are had not the goon Manners to Ray 


Then an angry Char ioteer did approach, BY Coach, 
With a Pox take your Worſhip, you bro ſpoil the 


Which was before as ſound. as a Roach. 
I bich Nobody, &c. 


But the Lady in milder Terms did begin, 


With alas good Gentleman, pray have him in, 


Lord how he has hurt his Noſe and his Chin. 
. | 5 Which Nobody, Kc | 


Aud ob they had ſet him down in a Chair, 
They all of his Life began to deſpair, 


At N Land aid venture to put up this Prayer. 


_ Which Now0dy, &c. 


— 


Which Nobody, be. 


8 But now to \ proceed cen faſter, 
8 


Wiich beh. &c. 


6 
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o thou that mates f us 4t Bed and Bord, 5 
Some belp to this dy ing Man afford, 


For our Squire we few, is as Drunk as 4 Lord, 
To | Lt Wien Nobody, Ge. 


n But then came a Couple, I took e em for Dray-men, 
-- | But theyprov'd a brace of your Praying Lay-Men, 
| The one cry d God bleſs him the other ſaid Amen. a 
| ich Nobody, &: 


8 Then a Pox of your Praying, crys out a Painter, 
| _ Unleſs you had a prevailing Saint here, 
RE Such FREIE 8 . to make a Man Faint here. 
; . Which Nobody, N. 


3 Then fir ſt he did wiſely examin his Skull, 

| His Legs and his Arms he next did pull, 

| Which made this Calf roar out like a Bull. 

Which Nobody, & . 


„ Ar N there ltely did land an Hamburgeov, 
F Who eat Pickl'd Dog, and took it for Sturgeon, 
So we had a Painter inſtead of a Surgeon” 

Which Nobody, &c. 


Bs the came a Lawyer to make up the round, 
And he to the Purpoſe a Proverb had found, 
| He that's born to be e 'd, ſhall never be Brown 1 SE 
| % Which Nobody, &c. 


5 Then came ſome old Women to make upthe Ditty, 
2 With alas good Gentleman, Faith 'twas a Pitty, 
| He was the prettieft Man i in al the City. 

3 Which bah, & : 


—. 


„ The. 


„i e Pon: Melochoh 
n. TR 1M M E R. 
* 7 the ſame Tune. 


- 


Ray lend me your Kan; if you've any to i pare, 


You that love Wannen as you hate Com- 
(mon Prayer, 


That can in a Breath, Pray, Difſemble and Swear. 


Which Nobody can 2 : 


Tm firſt on the wrong: ſide, and then on the right, 
To Day I'ma Fack, and to Morrowa--mite, 
1 for either King 1 but tor neither dare Fight, 


Which Novodg Kc. : 


Sometimes I'm a Rebel, Kone Fm a Saint, | 

Sometimes I can Preach, and at other times Cant; 
There is nn but Grace I thank God that I want. 

| _ Which Nobody. &c. 


Old Bubylow 5 Whore, I cannot 9 her, 
I'm a Sanctify'd Saint, there's none can be Purer, 


For Swearing I hate like any non Furor. 
2 Which Nobody KC, 


Of © our Gracious King William 1 am a great Lover, 
Yet 1 fide with a Party that Prays for another, 


IMs ala the =" $ Health, take it one way or t 'other. 
Which Nobody, RC, 


| Preciſely 1 creep like a Snail to the Meeting, 
Where Sighing I fit, and ſuch ſorrowful Greeting, 
n me hate a long Prayer ans two hours Prat ing. 


died Nobody, Rc. | 


And 


I can any thing ſay to ſave my own Bacon. 3 


And J am for any thing, but for a Rope. 5 
= | 8 Mbich Nobody, c. 


And then I fing Pſalms as if never weary, 


Yet I muft confeſs, when I'm Frolick and Merry, 


More Muſick I find in A Boat to the Ferry. = ty 

apy ws a | _ Which Nobody, &c. : 
1 can pledge ev'ry Health my Companions drink round: 
I can ſay, Heavens bleſs, or the Devil Confound | 
I can hold with the Hare, and run with the Hound. : 
| WW ; WM ans 25 ; | Which Nobody, &c. 


I can Pray for a Biſhop, and Curſe an Arch- Deacon, 


I can ſeem very ſorry that Charleroy's Taken; i 


Sometimes for a good Common- wealth I am wiſhing, 


O oliver, oliver, give us thy Bleſſing, 
For in troubled Waters now I love Fiſhing. 


Why Nobody, 8c. 


The Times are ſo tickliſh I vow and profeſs, - 
I know not which Party or Cauſe to embrace z 
I'll fide with thoſe to be ſure that are leaſt in Diſtreſs. 


M bich Nobody, &c. 
With the Facks I rejoyce that Savoy s deſeated. 
With the Whigs I ſeem pleas d he ſo bravely Retreated, 
Friends and Foes are by me both equally treated. 


_ Wphich Nobody, c. 


Each Party you ſee, 1s thus full of great Hope, 


There is ſome for the Devil, and ſome for the Pope, | 


8 os. 
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2 LE To the ſame Tune. 


Ray end me your Haw; if you've any to have; 


You that love Common-wealth as yon hate Com- 
8 (mon Prayer, 

nd That can in a Breath, Pray, biſſemble and Swear. | 

Which Nobody can ny 


Tm firſt on the wrong- ſide, and then on the right, 
To Day I'ma Fack, and to Morrowa--mite, 
1 for either King . but ror neither dare Fight, | 
Which Nobody, ee. 


© Sometimes I'm a Rebel, ſonetianes ma Saint, 
Sometimes I can Preach, and at other times Cant; 
There] 18 eren but Grace I thank God that I want. 
W hic 88 8 85 &c. 


Old Babylon) 8 Whore, 1 cannot 1 ber, 
I'm a Sanctify'd Saint, there's none can be Purer, 


For Swearing I hate like any non Furor. | 
i Which Nobody, c. 


of « our Gracious King William 1 am a great Lover, 
Yet 1 fide with a Party that Prays for another, 


: oy driok the — $ Health, take it one way or t other. 


Which e &c. 


| Preciſcly I creep like a Snail to the Meeting, 
Where Sighing I fit, and ſuch ſorrowful Greeting, 


Makes me hate a long * and two hours Prat ing. 
Noboch, &c. 


And 


Pille to Pinge 'Melanchohy. 25 


And then 1 fing Pſalms as if never weary, 
Yet I muft confeſs, when I'm Frolick and Merry, 
More Muſick I find in A Boar to the Fery, 3 
65-5 © Which Nobody, &c. 


| I can pledge ev'ry Health my Companions drink round: 
J can ſay, Heavens bleſs, or the Devil Confound 3 - 
I can hold with the Hare, and run with the Hound, 
| „% œ -P Bo 


„c. 


1 can Pray for a Biſhop, and Curſe an Arch-Deacon, 
I can ſeem very ſorry that Charleroy's Taken; | 
I can any thing ſay to ſave my own Bacon. . 
TB M bicb Nobody, &c. 
Sometimes for a good Common- wealth I am wiſhing, 


O Oliver, oliver, give us thy Bleſſing, 
For in troubled Waters now L love an, 


Nobody, &c. 
The Times are ſo tickliſn I vow and profeſs, | 4 
I know not which Party or Cauſe to embrace 3 _ 
I' fide with thoſe to be ſure that are leaſt in Diſtreſs, 
SSD : | _ Which Nobody, &c. 


- 


With the Facks I rejoyce that Savoy's defeated,” * 
With the Whigs 1 ſeem pleas'd he ſo bravely Retreated, 
Friends and Foes are by me both equally treate. 
| | _ Which Nobody, &c. 
7 | 5 
Each Party you ſee, is thus full of great Hope, | 
There is ſome for the Devil, and ſome for the Pope, 
and I am for any thing, but for a Rope. : Ko 
| | | 2 » - Which Nobody, Sec. 
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4 Ballad cad the GREEN. G0 VN. 


An leave Piping, the Gods have done Feaſting, 
There's never a Goddeſs a Hunting to day; 3 
Mortals marvel at Coridon's Jefting, 
That gives the aſſiſtance to entertain May. 


| The Lads and the Laſſes, with Scarves on their Faces, 


So lively as paſſes, trip over the Downs : 


Much mirth and ſport they make, running at 319. break ; 


Lord what haſte they make for a Green-Gown | ! 


1 hn with Gillan, Harry with Frances, 


Meg and Mary, with Robin and Wil, 
G-oge and Marpery lead all the Dances, 

For they were reported to have the beſt Skill; 
But Cicih and Nancy, the Faireſt of many, 

That came laſt of any from out of the Towns, 
Quickly got in among the midſt of all the Throng, 
1 bey ſo much did long for their Green-Gowns, 
Wan- 


/ 


Wanton Deborab whiſpered with Dorothy, _ 
That ſhe would wink upon Richard and Sym, 
Minciag Maudlin ſhew'd her Authority, _ 
And in the Quarrel would venture a Limb. 
But Sibel was ſickly, and could not come quickly, 

And therefore was likely to fall in a Swoon, 8 5 
ib would not tarry for Tom, nor for Harry, a 


Leſt Chriſtian ſhould carry away the Green · Gon. | 


Blanch and Beitrice both of a Family, 

Came very lazy lagging behind; 
Anniſe-and Amable noting their Policy, 

Cupid is cunning, although he be blind: 

But Winny the Witty, that came from the City, 
With Parnel the pretty, and Beſſe the Brown 
Clem, Foan and Iſabel, Sue, Alice and bonny Nel, 

Travell'd exceedingly for a Green-Gown, 


Now the Youngfters had reach'd the green Meadow, 
Where they intended to gather their May, 
| Some inthe Sun-ſhine, ſome in the Shadow, 3 
SBingled in Couples did fall to their Playz 
But conſtant Penelope, Faith, Hope and Charity, 
Lock d very Modeſtly, yet they lay down ; 
And Prudence prevented what Rachel repented, 
And Kete was contented to take a Green-Gown, 


} Then they deſired to know of a Truth 

He If all their Fellows were in the like Caſe, 

1 Nem call'd for Ede, and Ede for Ruth, 

Ruth for Mercy, and Marcy for Grace | : 

But there was no ſpeaking, they anſwer'd with ſqueaking, -_ 
The pretty Laſs breaking the head of the Clown; | 

But ſo ne were wooing, while others were doing, 
Yet all their going was for a Green-Gown, 
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. Purge Melancholy. 


Bright Apollo was all this while peeping, 
Io ſee if his Daphne had been in the Throng, 
But miſſing her, haſtily downwards was creeping, _ 

For Thers imagin'd he tarried too long. 

Then all the Troop mourned, and homeward returned, 
for Cymhiz corned to ſmile, or tofrown ; 

Thus they did gather May, all the long Summer-day, 
And at © Night went away with a Green · Go. 


— * 
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The Ballad of King John Fey” the Abbet ＋ 
e, 


7 EE : - 
1 — 4 — * 7 
== Ka - 


| FEE. alf 
I I tell you a Story, aStory. anon, 5 
I Of a Noble Prince, and his Name was King ohn, 
For ne was a Prince, and a Prince of great might, 


He held up great wrongs, and he put down great Right, 
Herr 'y down, own, key * own. 


ru 
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III tell you a Story, a-Story fo merry, 


Concerning the Abbot of Canterbury, _ 


And of his Houſe-keeping and high Renown,. 
Which made him repair to fair London Town, 
Der ry down, &c. 


How now, Brother Ahbot | tis told unto me, 
That thou keep'ft a far better Houle than I, 


And for thy Houſe-keeping and high Renown, 
I. fear thou haft Treaſon againſt my Crown. 


Deny down, &c. 


I hope my Liege, that you owe me no Grudge, 
For ſpending of my true gotten Goods. 
If thou doft not anſwer me Queſtions Three, 
Thy Head ſhall be taken from thy A 

Derry down, &c. 


When I am ſet on my Steed b high, 


With my Crown of Gold upon my . 
 Amongft all my Nobility, with Joy and much M cth, 


Thou muſt tell to one Penny what L am Worth. 
Derry down, &c. 


And the next Queſtion you muſt not flout, 


How long | ſhall be riding the World about? 

And the third Que ſtion thou muſt not ſhrink, 

But tell to me cruly what I do think, _ 
Derry down, &c. : 


Theſe are hard Queſtions for my ſhallow⸗Wit, 

For I cannot anſwer your Grace as yet; 
But if you will give me three days ſpace, .. 
I'll do my Endeavour to anſwer your: Grace, 
Derry down, &c. 
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O three Days ſpace I will thee give, Te 

For that is the longeſt day thou haſt to live, 
And if thou doft not anſwer theſe Queſtions right, 
Thy Head ſhall be taken from thy Body quite, 
JC | 


And as the Shipherd was going to his Fold, | 
He ſpy'd the old Abbot come riding along, - 


_ © How now Mafter Abbot, you're welcome home, 


What News have you bought from good King ohn, 
Derry down, &c. e 5 


Sad Neus, ad News I have thee to give, 


For I have but three Days ſpace for to live; 


If I do not anſwer him Queſtions three, 
My Head will be taken from my Body: 
Der ams; Mg... ons 


When he is ſet on his Steed ſo high, | 
With his Crown of Gold upon his Head, 
Amongſt all his Nobility, with Joy and much Mirth, 


I muſt tell him to one penny what he is worth + 


Derry down, &c. 


And the next Queſtion I muſt not flout, : 
How long he ſhall be riding the World about: 
And the third Queſtion I mnft not ſhrink, 
But tell to him truely what he does Think. 
Derry down, &c, e 


O Maſter, did you never hear it yet, 
Tbat a Fool may learn a Wiſe Man Wit? 
- Lend me but your Horſe and your Apparel, 
II ride to fair London, and anſwer the Quarrel: 
Derry down, &c. | e 


Now 1 am ſet on my Steed ſo hig. 
With my Crown of Gold upon my Head, 


_ Amongſt 
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Amongft all my Nobility, with Joy and much Mirth, © 


No tell me to one Penny what I am Tarth 3 
Derry dawn, &c. 


Por Thirty pence our Saviour was ſold, 
Amonggſt the falſe Jews, as you have been told, 
And Nine and Twenty's the worth of thee, 
For I think thou art one * worſer than he 
Derry unn, &c. 


And the next Queſtion thou maift not flout, 

How long I ſhall be riding the World about ? - 
You muft riſe with the Sun and rid: with the . 
Untill the next Morning he riſes again; 

And then I am ſure, you will make no doubt, 


But in twenty four hours you'll ride It about; 
Derry down, &c. 


And the third Queſtion thou muſt not ſhrink, 
But tell to me truely what I do think ? 
All that 1 can do, and *twill make your Heart Merry, 
For you think Im the Abbot of Canterbury, 
But I'm his poor Shipherd as you may ſee, 


And am come to beg Pardon for he and for me, 
Derry down, &c, 


The King he turn'd him about, and did ſmile; | | 
Saying thou ſhalt be Abbot the other while. 0 
O no my Grace, there is no ſuch need, | 
For I can neither Write nor Read, 

Derry down, &c. 


Then four Pounds a Week will I give unto ths; 
For this merry true Jeſt thou haſt told unto me 3 
And tell the old Abbot when thou comeſt home, 


Thou haft brought hima. Fardon from good _ Fobn, | | 
_ Derry down, KC. 7 
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The CATHOLICK. BALLAD: Or, 


An Invitation to Popery, upon Soon able 
Grounds and Reaſons. 


To the —_ Y, Ei Eighty Y Eig bt. 


| Wa 75. —_— 85 At 4 


\Tnce Poy ry of late is ſv much in De ehate, 
And great ſtrivings have been to reſtore it, 


I cannot forb-ar openly to declare, 


""F hat the Ballad- makers are for it. 


We' 0 diſpute it no more, theſe Heretical Men % 


Have expoſed our Books unto Laughter, - 


o that many do ſay 'twill be our beft way 


To ſing for the Cauſe Near. 


er 8 
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O the Catholick Cauſe! now aſſiſt me my Muſe, - | 
Ho earneſtly do Ideſire thee !- | 
Neither will 1 Pray to St. Bridger to day, 
But only to thee to inſpire me. 5 
5 Whence ſhould purity come, but from Catholick Rome > 
I wonder much at your Folly ; 
For St. Peter was there, and left an old Chair, - 
Enough to make all the World Holy. | 


For this Sacred old Wood is ſo excellent good, . 
If Tradition may be believed, 
That whoever fits there, needs never more fear 
The danger of being Deceived 


If the Devil himſelf ſhould (God bleſs us) get up, | 
- Tho” his Nature we know to be Evil, 

Yet whilft he ſat there, as divers will ſwear, 
He would bean infallible Devil, 


No who ſits in this Seat, but our Father the bope: 2 
So that here's a plain Demonſtration, 

As clear as Noon- day we're in the right way, 5 
And all others are doom d to Damnation. 5 


If this will not ſuffice, yet to opea your Eyes. 
Which are blinded with bad Education, 

We have arguments twenty and Miracles plenty, 
Enough to convince a whole Nation, 


If you give but good heed, you hall 6 ſee the e boſt bleed, 
And if aay thing can perſuade ye, 
| An Image fhall ſpeak, or at leafi it ſhall ſqueak . 
1 In the honour of our Lady. 


You ſhall ſee without doubt, the Devil caſt out, * 
As of old by Erra Pater; | 
5 He ſhall skip about and tear like a Dancing bear, 


When he feels che n Water. 
0 5 


A 34 Pills to Purge Melanchoh. 


If yet doubtful you are, we have Relicks moſt rare, 
We can ſhew you the Sacred Man ger, | 
Several loads of the Croſs, as good as e're was, 
To preſerye your Souls from Danger. 


Should 1 tell you of all it would move a ftone- wall, 
But I ſpar e you a little for pitty, 
That each one may prepare and rub up his Ear "0 
R * the Second Part of = . e | 


The Second Part. 75 the ſome Dns. 


N Ow liften again to thoſe things that remain, 
They are matters of weight I aſſure you, 
And the firft thing I ſay, throw your Bibles away, 
Tris impoſſible elſe for to Cure you.” th 


O that peſtilent Book! 1 News en it more look, 
Il T wiſh I could ſpeak it out louder 
It has done more Men harm, I dare boldly affrm, 
„ "Phan th” Invention of Guns and Powder. 


| As for Matters of Faith, believe what the Church ſaith, 
But for Scripture leave that to the Learned, 

For theſe are edge Tools, and you Lay-men are * 
If ye touch them, yare ſure to be harmed. 


1 But pray what i is it for that you make all this ftir ? 
|| You muſt read, you muſt hear and be lear ned: | 
Ik you'll be on our part, we will teach you an Art, | 

I That you need not be ſo much concerned. | 


1 Be the Church's good Son, and your work is half done, 1 
+ Aﬀter that you may do your own pleaſure ; 

{| If your Beads you can tell, and ſay Av. Mary vel, 

1 Never doubt of me Heavenly Treat are. 


— 
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For the Pope keeps the Keys, and can do what he pleaſe, OY 
And without all peradventure, . _ - p 


I you cannot at the fore, yet at the Back- door 
Of Indulgence you may enter. 


© But firſt, by the way, you muft make a ſhort tay, 
At a place called Purgatory, _ 
7 Which the Learned us tell, in the Buildings of Hell, 
| Is about the middlemoſt Story. 


'Tis a monſtrous hot place, a and a mark of diſgrace 
In the torment on't long to endure? 
None are kept there but Fools and poor pitiful Souls, 
Who can no ready Money procure, - 


For a handſome round Sum, you may quickly be gone, 
For the Church has wiſely Ordain'd, 

That they who build Croſſes, and pay well for . 
Should not there be too long detain d. „ 


; So that "tis a * Caſe, as the Noſe on ones s Face, 
| We are in the ſureſt Condition, 

And none but poor Fools and ſome niggardly Owls, 
1 Need fall into utter Perdition. 


> 


What aileth you then, Oye great and rich Men, 
That you will not hearken to Reaſon. 
Since as long as y have Pence, ye need ſcruple no Offence. 
Be it Murder, Adultry, or Treaſon. 
| (mon, 
„ ye ſweet · natur d Women, who hold all things com- 
| My Addreſſes to you are moſt hearty, . 
6 And to give you your due, you are to us moſt true, 
And de hope we ſhall gain the whole Party. 


1 you happen to fall, your Penance ſhalt be dal, 5 
And although you cannot forgo it, 25 
We have for you à Cure, if of this you be lure 
| Tocontels before you 80 to it. | 


There 
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There is one Reaſon yet, which I cannot omit, Es 
To thoſe who affect the French Nation: | | 

Hereby we advance the Religion of France, 
The Religion that's only in Faſhion. 


| 
| | 
"If theſe Reaſons prevail, (as how can they fall 7) 5 | 
\To haye Popery entertain'd, OS! 
You cannot conceive, and will hardly * | 
What Benefits hence may be gain d. 5 5 


1 For the Pope ſhall us bleſs, (that's no ban happineſs) 7 
And again we ſhall ſee reſtor'd | 
The alia Trade, which formerly made 

This. Land to be ſo much Ador* d. 


* OThe Pictures and Rings, the Beads and fine things, 
8 The good Words as ſweet as Honey, 
an this and much more ſhall be brought to our door, 
Y For a little dull. Engliſh Money, : 


Then hal Juſtice and Love, and whatever can move, 
he reſtor d again to our Britain, 
And learning ſo common that every old Woman 

Shall ſay her Prayers \ in Lattin. 


Then the Church ſhall bear ſway, and the state that obey; 
| * Whichis now look'd upon as a Wonder, 
And the proudeſt of Kings and all temporal things , 

Shall ſubmit and truckle under, 


And the patliament too. who have tak'n us to do 
And have handled us with ſo much Terror, 

May chance on that ſcore (tis no time to ſay more) | 
They may chance to acknowledge their Error. 


If any Man yet hall have ſo little Wit, : 
As ſtill to be Refractory, 

I ſwear by the Maſs, he is a meer Ass, 
And ſo there s an end of a Story. 


sir 


Sir FRANCIS DRAKE: o, EY 


| Whereas they thought, but it word nonght, 


There uns a little Man that avelt in NY 


| King Philip made him Admiral, 


Sir Francis Drake, for her ſweet ſake, 


_ they ran by Sea 26d Land, 4 


Nl to er. aur 
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7 To the ſame Dur. 


Ome Years of late, in Eighty Eight, 3 

As I do well remember-a; © 5 

It. was, ſome ſay, on the Ninth of May, 
And ſome ſay in Jeptem ber: a. 


The Spaniſh Train launch d forth a-main, 
With many a fine Bravado, 4 


The Invincible Armado. 


That ſhot well in a Gun- a, 
Don Pedro height, as hlack a Wight, 
As the Knight of the Sun. a. = 


And bad him not to ftay-a, 
But to deftroy both Man aud Boy, 
And ſo to come away-a. 


The Queen was then at Tilbury, 2 
What could we more defire a, MR | A 


Did ſet em all on Fire- a. 
So that one Man ſlew Three ſcore- 24 . 


And had not they all run away, 0 4 
O' my Soul, we had killed wdre-a. -Y 
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i Then let them neither Brag, nor Boaſt, 
For if they come again-a, 
Let them take heed they do not ſpeed 

L As they did ey know when-a. 


4 Ball called, The JovialB Bea. ward. 5 


T0 the fene Tune. 


Ho' it may ſeen rude, 
For me to intrude 


With theſe my Bears by chance-a. 


'Twere ſport for a King, 
If they could ſing 
As vell as they can dance- a. 


Then to put you out 
Of fear or doubt, 


Is came from St. Rurbarin-a. 


Theſe dancing Three, 
By the help of the me, 
Who am keeper of the Sign” a, 


We ſell g000d Ware, 

And we need not care 
Tho Court and Country knew it, 

Our Ale's o'th* beft, 

And each good Gueft 


3 Prays for their Souls that Nen it. 


Forkany Ale-houſe, 
We care not a Louſe, 


| Nor Tavern in al the Tun.. 


Nor 


. Nb to \ urge. Melanghoh. 
Nor the Vintry Cranes, = 
Nor St. Clement Danes, 


Nor the Devil can pub us dona. 


Who has once here been, 
Comes hither agen, ; 
bed = > bong, > 2 | TENT RES 

Beer ſtrong and 1 . 

And ſo is our Ale, += 2 
Ang it burns like Aqua Vite. | 


The Wives of Werke, © . 
They trudge to our Tapping. 
And ftill our Ale defire-a, 
And there fit and drink 
Jill they ſpew and ink, 
And often piſs out the Fire a. nr 


From morning to Night, 
And about to day-lighht, 
They ſit, and never grudge it, 
Till the Fiſh. Wives joyn 
Their ſingle Coin, 
| And the Tinker pawns his Budget. 


If their brains be not well, 

Or Bladders do ſwell, 

To eaſe them of their Burden, 
My Lady will come 

With a Bowl and a Broom, 

And her Hand-maid with a Jourdan.. 


From Court we invite 
Lord, Lady and Knight, | 
Squire, Gentlemen, Yeomen and Groom, 
And all our tiff drinkers, | 
Smiths, Porters and Tinkers, 
And the Beggars ſhall give * room. 


— 
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, London is a fine Town, anda gallant City, 

Oris Govern'd by the Scarlate Gown, come liſten to 
2 Ba e | „ (my Ditty. 

This City has a Mayor, this Mayor is a Lord, 

He Governeth the Citizens upon his own accord. 

He boafteth his G-ntility, and how Nobly he was born, 

His Arms are three 0x-heads, and his creft.a rampant Horn. 


| Thefirft Journey his Lordſhip takes, is to Wellminfler-hall 


Attended by twelve Companies, for he muſt have em all; 

: ** D et, te 4 NS. 
The Barges are made all fine and gay, for his Lordſhip and 
And Dung. Hoats and Lyters provided for the reſt. 


Then at the Excbequer he's ſworn upon a Shoe-ſoal, 


| That he will be no wiſer Maa thu: was his Brother Jo- 


. Os „ (bernol. 
The Sword is born before em up and down the Stairs. 
To fright away the little Boys that laugh at our Lord 


And 


% 


And when that is ended, home again he comes, (Drums. 


With joyful Noiſe upon the Thames of Trumpets and of. 
His Lordſhip land's at Paul's-Wharf, and on along he jogs, 


Attended by his Companies, as hungry as any Dogs. 


Then in comes the Carvery: and boldly falls to work, 
With Knife like Scimiter as fierce as any Jurł z 


He hit upon the Gooſe-bone, and turn'd both edge and A 
5 point: 
Till he look'd * upon my Lora. Dor, he could not hit 

4 the Joint. 


Then up came Cuſtard with twenty four Nukes, | 
As you may find recorded in Fobn Stow's Books, 


And why it was ſo big, if you would know the reaſon, 


It was to keep. their . at work that would be prating 


( Treaſon. | 


Then they go to Gremmink al in the City barge; 


And there they have a Noble Treat all at the City charge, 


And when they come to Cuckold's- Nein, they make a 
= ſhew, 
Their Wives bid the Muſick play. Cuckolds- 4. % w. 


Then they go to Paul's Church e're Morning - Prayer 


Cbegins, 


And as they go along the ſtreet, they ſtoop to pick up 
| Pins 3 


Zut if you'd know, I'll tell you the Moral Reaſon of it, 
They chat would to Riches grow, muſt ſtoop for little 


_ (Profit: ; 


My Lord-Mayor rides along the Street like unto a Law- 


; (maker, ; 
With forty Catch- poles at his Arle, to broſecute the 


(Baker. 


Fo 


| And 
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And when he comes to 22 Baker's Stall and finds his 


Bread too light, 
He ſends it home to his own. Houſe, to feaſt both Lord 


(and Knight. | 


Then to the Scſſions-Houſe thy. go, the Sefions there to 


(keep, 
Untill that the Recorder comes they all are faſt a. ſleep. 


They call up their Juries by Twelves and by Twclves, 
And if they 2 oy” no Man, they may go hang 3 | 
_ (elves, 


$0 then they borrow Boots and Spurs, and out of Town 


5 (they ride, 
To ſee the Bears baited on the Bank- ide. 
And when that they have done, they all return again 
Like ſo many Apes, with each his Golden · Chain. 


6 Then to hear a Sermon once a Year, he rides unto the 


(Spittle, 
And there ſits full three hours long, and brings away 


[but little 
And when that he comes home, he ſits down at his Board, 
| And if he has not Mincd Pyes, his Cheer” $ not worth a 


( Turd, 


My Lady rays unto my Lord when all the Gueſts are 
gene, 


DET do intend to Morrow next to invite my Friend Sir Fobn, 


For I don't think it fit always to have Trades-men, 
24 Pray therefore let me : rubi in a a Courtier now and then, 


th have . 
My Lady boldly a4 my Lord, what Diſhes ſhe ſhould 
To entertain her Friend Sir Fobn, that was {0 "(or and. 


8 my 


My Lord he nam'd a Calves- bead, at which ſhe made a 


(Piſh, | 5 


And ſwore ſhe'd have a Turkey-Cock, for ſhe low d a ſtand- 
Next once a year into Eſſex a Hunting they do go; 
To ſee em paſs along, O 'ris a moſt pretty ſhow : 


Through Cheap-fide and Fanchurch-ſtreet, and ſo to did- - 


(gate Pump, 
Each Man with's Spurs in's Horſes fides, and his Back- 


(Sword croſs his Rump. 


My Lord he takes a Staff in Hand,to beat the Buſhes ore, 
1 muſt confeſs it was a work he ne're had done before; 
A Creature bonceth from a Buſh, which made En all - 
My Lord he cry'da Hare, a Hare, but it proy'd an A 


And when they had done their Sport, they came to Low = 


(don, where they dwell, 


Their Faces all ſo torn and ſcatch'd, their Wives ſcarce 
Wo: = | 4 (knew them well; 


For twas a very great Mercy ſo many fcap'd alive, 
For of twenty Saddles carried out, they brought again 


fl but five. 
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6 My Honey, my Bunny. 
* My Love, my Dove, my Dear 
. Otte Night is cod,  .. 
. | Tt Bloweth, it Snoweth,# W 
| 1 muſt be lodged bere, | 4 | 
| Bie gone, be gone, my Joch), my Focky,. 
Be gone, be gone my Dear, 
| The Night i is warm, K 
| Iwill do you no harm; 8 
Lou cannot be lodged here: 15 
| J., 
TY .. — atone r 
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Riſe, ariſe, my bing: my 2 J 
Ariſe, get up my Dear; 
The Night is cod, 

; It bloweth, it Snoweth, 

I muſt be logged .. 


* ; My Juggy, my Puggy, 


2 — — 
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"My Focky, my Focky, 

My Willy, my Billy, 

My Joſs my Joy, my Dear 
be Night it is warm, &c. 


Wy 


Farewel, farewel, my Juggy, my Puggy, 
Farewel my Love and Dear. 
Now will I be gone from whence 1 come, 


If I cannot be Lodged here, 


My FJuggy, KC. 


Return, return, my Willy my Billy, 
Return my Love and Dear, 
The Weather doth change, 


Then ſeem not ſtrange, 


Thou ſhalt be Lodged here. 
My Focky, Kc. 


480 10 G to curb ring Thoughts, 


n $i! a 


——EI—EEFEEDE 


Ter was an old Woman bb but one Son, | 
= And he had neither Land nor Fee; ä 
He took great Pains, 
But got little Gains, 
Yet fain a Landlord he- would be. 
With 4 fadaridle Aae la da riddle * fa 14 le fa la 1, re. 


And as he was a going home, oe 
He met his old Mother upon the High-way, | 
O Mother, quoth he, 
- _ Your Bleſſing grant me, ; 
Tur the Son to the Mother did ay. - 
, With a Ta, ſe - | 


1 ha begg'd Butter- milk all this long day, 
But I hope T ſhan't be a Beggar long, 

| For I've more Wit come into this Pate, 

. Then e' re I had when I was te 

RR With 4 Fa, &c. 


. | This Butter-milk [ will it gen, 

„ A Penny for it I ſhall have you ſha) ſee, 

wie that Penny I will buy me ſome ERES, 
I ſhall have ſzven for my Dranye: 
With a Fa, KG ths er e 


And thoſe ſeven Eggs r0 ſet under a . . 8 
perhaps ſeven Cocks they may chance for to be, 33 
And when thoſe ſeven Cocks are ſeven Capons 
There will be ſeven Halt Crowns for me. 
NE a Fe, * — 


_- 


1e 


But as he was a going home, 


Pill to Purge Melenchoh,. was 47 K 


Accounting up of his Riches all, 


His Foot it ſtumbled againſt a Stone, FT": 
Down came Butter- milk Pitcher and all. 5 
With a Fa, &c. . ... Chorus: 14 / 


His Pitcher was broke, and his Eggs were diſpatch'd, 
Thi, tis to count Chickens before he are. _ 
With a Fa da, Oe. | 
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| C0 9 197 £2 He "2 A 


* 
* 
: - 
, - * 
1 _— "A : 
\ : . | 4 , 8 - 
p 4 * 2 
4 3 4 " 1 "IEF « „ Sl” # xi Fl . 1 5 
* R 2 — 5 we . roma 
wc. Lr «„ —— — 2 | . 
5 & # 0 
— — - * 
10 1 r - a _ * 8 S — 5 * X 3 
— -v — ” * . bd 
5 


(200 my Hearts of Gold, | 
Let us be merry and wiſe 
It is a Proverb of Old, 7 
Suſpicion hath double Eyes: p 
Whatſoever we ſay or do, 
Let's not drink to diſturb the Brain, 
Let's Laugh for an hour or two, 


— And ne're be Drunk 2988 


A up of old Sack is good, | 2, 
To drive the Cold Winter away, | 3 
"Twill Cheriſh and Comfort the Blood , Fe 

Moſt when a Man's Spirits decay; 


Fils : to Norge Melenchoh. 


But he that doth drink too much, - 
Ot his Head he will complain; 
Then lets have a gentle touch, 
And ne're be — again. ö 


4 


Good Claret Was made for Man, 
But Man was not made for it, 
Let's be Merry as we can, 

So we drink not away our Wit: 
Good Fellow-ſhip is abus dd. 
And Wine will infect the Brain, 
But we'll have it better us d, 

And ne re will be Drunk again. 


7 - When with good Fellows we meet, 
A Quart among three or four, 
 *Twill make us ftand on our Feet, 
_ While others lye drunk on the Floor: 
Then Drawer go fill a quart, . 
And let it be Clarer in grain, 
will Cheriſh and Comfort the Heart, 
2 But we'll ne re be drunk again. A 


Here « a Health to our Noble King, 
And to the Queen of his Heart; 
Let's Laugh and Merrily ſing, 

And he's a Coward that will ſtart 
Here's a Health to our General, 

And to thoſe that were in Spain, 
And to our Colonel, 

And we'll ne're be drunk agen. 


 Enongh's as good as a Feaſt, 
4 1f a Man did but meaſure la 3 
A Drunkard's worſe than a Beaft, 
| For he'll drink till he cannot go. 
If a Man could Time recall 
In a Tavern that's ſpent in vain, 
Wed learn to be ſober all, 
| And never be Drunk again, 


K "0" 
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A true C 1 of fades TRA D ES 
ard CALLINGS: Or a new Hit F 
Innocent Mirth. 


1 the . fine nne. 


N Ow Gentlemen fit ye all RY | —* 
| TN fing you a Song of a Wan, 7 | 
I' make you as Merry as may be, 
tbo' Moneys begins to grow ſcant : : 

A Woman without &er a Tongue, 
ſhe never can Scould very loud, 
Lis jaſt ſuch another great Want, 
' when a Fidler wants his Crowds 
Good People, I tell unto you, 
theſe Lines they are abſolute New, 


For ] hate and deſpiſe the telling of Lies, 
this Ditty is merry and true. 


A Ship that's without e'er a x Sail, | 
may be driven the Lord knows whither, * 
'Tis juſt ſuch another ſad Want, 
when a Shoemaker wants his Leather. 
A Man that has got but one Leg, | h 
will make but a pitiful Runner, 
And he that has no Eyes in his Head, 
Will make but a ſorrowful Gunner. 
| Good People, I tell unto you, | 
theſe Lines they are abſolute New, 
For ] bate and deſpiſe the telling of Lies, 
this Dinty is merry and true, 
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Doctor without any Stomach, | 
7k will make but a pitiful Dinner, 
And he that has got no Victuals to eat, 
will quickly look thinner and thinner, 
A Bell without ever a Clapper, 
v ill make but a ſorrowful ſound, T4 
And he that has no Land cf ons, | 
may work on a another Man's Ground. . 
Good People I tell unto you, XS 
the Lines they are abſolute New, 
Fer I bate and deſpiſe the telling of Lies, bs 
this Piti is Merry and true, 8 


A Blackſmith without his Bellows, 
he need not to riſe very ſoon, 
And he that has no Cloaths to put on, 
may lye a Bed till Noon: 59 
An Inkeeper without any Cuftom, 5 
will never get ſtore of Wealth, . 21 
And if he has never a Sipn to hang up, 
he may e'en go bang up himſelf. | 
Good Ee &c. 


n NDOT, Fu 63 4 Y 
N 0 * r 


A Miller without any TODD 5 

he is but a ſorrowtul Soul, "1 
And if that he has no Corn to grin, 
he need not ſtand taking of Toll, 


e aylor we know he is loath | J 
=. __totake any Cabbage at all, 4 
If he has no Silk, <tuf or Cloath, ; 


to do that good Olle withal. 
ood Peoples Mes 
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» A Woman without e're a Fault, © 
-- ſhe like a bright Star will appear, 
But a Brewer without any Mault, 
uill make but pitiful Beer. 
A Man that has got but one Shirt, 
 whene're it is waſh'd for his Hide, 
I hope it can't be no great hurt, 
to lye in his Bed till 'tis dry c. 
Good People, cc. . 


A Mountebank without his Fools, 
and a Skip-kennel turn'd out of Place, 

A Tinker without any Tools, 

they are all in a ſorrowful caſe. | 

You know that a Diſh of good Meat, 

it is the true ſtay of Man's Life, 

But he that has nothing to. eat, 
he need not to draw out his Knife. 

Good People, & c. 8 1 


1 


A Pedler without e' re a Stock, 
it makes him look pitiful Blew, 
7 A Shepherd without e're a Flock, 
has little or nothing to do. 
A Farmer without any Corn, 
he neither can give, ſell or lend, 
3 A Huntſman without e're a Horn, 
his Wife ſhe muſt ſtand his good Friend, 
Good People, &c, 5 


2. 


- 


Mat ALAS”. 4 


A Plow-man that has ne're a Plow, 
| 1 think he may live at his eaſe, 
4 A Dairy without e're a Cow, 
will make but bad Butter and Cheeſe, 


; 1 D 2 
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A Man that is p'triful Poor, f 
has little or nothing to loſe, | 
And he that has never a Foo”, 


it faves him the Buying of Shoes. 
Co People, &c. 


A Warren without e're a Coney, | 
is barren, and ſo much the worſe. 5 
And he that is quite without Money, | 
can have no great need of a Purſe, 
1 hope there is none in this place, 
that now is not pleas d with this Song ; 
Come buy up my Ballads a pace. 
and l' pack up my Awls and be gone. 
Good People I tell unto you, 
* theſe Lines they are abſolute New, - 
Jo I bate and deſpiſe the telling of Lies, 
tbe /e ay is merry 9 8 . 


5 The New 1 Ballad 
By Mr. Were e 


1 Wy you pleaſe to give ear a while unto n me, 3 
. And ftreipht I chill tell you where Ch' have 
(been: . ha is 


ave © 
- ha ij 


Cha been to New England, but now cham come o re 


And 'twas of all days on a Saturday Night 


Bills to „Rox lach! 


Ich think they ſhall cutch me go thither no more. | 


Before Iſe went thither, Lord, how Voke did tell 
How Viſhes did grow, and how Birds did dwell, 

All one amongft t'other, in the Wood and the Water, 
Iſe thought had been true, but I found no ſuch Matter. 


When firſt Iſe did Land, they mazed me quite, 


Iſe wond red to fee ſtrange Buildings were there, 
Twas all like the ſtandings at Woodbury Fair: 


Well that Night I'Slept till near Prayer time, 
Next Morning | wonder'd I heard no Bells Chime; 
At which Idid ask, and the Reaſon J found, 

"Twas becauſe they had ne're a Bell in the Town. 


At laft being warned. to Church we repair 1 
Where I did think certain we ſhould have ſome Pray'rs, 


But the Parſon there no ſuch Matter did teach, 


* hey ſcorn'd to Pray, for all one could Preach. 


The firſtthing they did a Palm they did Zing, 4 
Iſe pluckd out my Pſalm- Book E with me did bring, 9 
And tumbled to ſeek him, cauſe they caw'd him by's name 
Buc they'd got a new Zong to the Tune of the ſame. 


When Sermon was ended: was a Child to Baptize, 
Bout Zixteen Years old, as Volks did zurmiſe 
He had neither Godfathz r, nor Godmother, yet was. 


(quiet and ſtill, 
But the Prieft durſt not crofs him, for fear of ij} will, 


Ah, Sirrah, thought I, and to Dinner Iſe weat, 
And gave the Lord Thanks for what he had ſent 
Next day was a Wedding, the Brideman my Friend, 
Did kindly lnvite me, 0 thither 1ſe wend. 


D [3 But 
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| But this above all, me to wonder did bring, — Y 
'To fee Magiſtrate Marry them, and had re're a Ring, -— = 
Te thought they would call me the Woman to give, 4 
But I think the Man ſtole her, they ask no Man leave. 


Now this was New Dorcheſter, as they told me, 
A Town very Famous in all that eh yy 
; They ſajd *twas new Buildings; I grant it is true, 1 
Yet methinks Old Dorcheſter $AS fine a the New. = 
(Heart, 
Well, there I Raid amongſt ' em till ch* was weary at my 
At length there came Shipping, I got leave to depart; 
But when all was ended, and ch' was coming away, 
I bad threeſcore good Shilling at laſt for to ker. 


— 


But when T ſaw this, I ſwore on the more, 

That ld ſtay there no longer to ſwear upon Shoar, 

Iſe bid a Farewell to Fowlers and Fiſhers, | : 
Praying. God to bleſs on England and all the good 
| 25 3 


The Ballad Fa the W 


B Mr. Akeroyde, 


1 


e 


To 
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O Hunt the Fox is od ſport, 

Uſed both in City and Court; 
Nor are the Academicks free, - _ 

No Beaſt they chaſe ſo much as he, 
They that think all Pleaſures vain, - . 
Will Jomerimes fol] ow, will ſometimes follow, will ſome- 
(1102 follow the Fox's _] rains, 


— 


The Galant who each Hour invents 


Some pretty pleaſing Complements, 
And thinks no Phraſ ſo neat 'and pare, 
As Fot tres humble Serviteur, 

Slights his Lady's nice Diſdain, 

And ſometimes follows, &c. 


The plodding Student that doth look 920 
Upon no object but his Book, _ | 
And thinks that all he doth Project, ; 
Too wiſe is for old Men t' effect, 

Will ſometimes eale his troubled Brain, 


By following, &c. 
The Clergy-! men live Merry 8 


They get fine Livings and fines Wives; 
The Church's State they finely Rule, 


Yet with a Cup their Zeal thy Il cool: 
The Poet writes no pleaſant Strain,. 
"Unl?{1 he follows, KC, 


Phyſicians that with Sil profound, 
Cn make the ſickly Patient ſound ; 
They cure one Grief, and leave a worſe, 


| Call'd the Conſumption of the Purſe, : | 
— D 4 et 
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OT He follows fan, &c. 
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Yet once a Month will not nn 
Du follow, fil, &c. 


The Lawyers, as 1 underfiand; 

Can warrant your Caſe, if it be Sd, 
And tempting Fees on both ſides take, 
And new Demurs can make : | 


Although his chief delight is Gain, 


The little Fox at length | is found, 
Where be lyes lurking under Ground oat 
He Barths himſelf in Cellars deep, 
When he from Mortals View would creep, 
Till gentle Slumber charms his Brain, | 
And then concludes, and then concludes the Fox' s Tra 


— 
4 


1 
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The Longing M 4 ID. 


By Mr. Akeropde. | 
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© An FRI Suitoc to her came, 


| 


: . 
. * 
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TSR was a Maid the other day, 
That ſighed ſore God wot, 
And ſaid all Wives might ſport and play, 
But Maidens they may not: 8 : 


Full fifteen I have liv'd ſhe ſaid, 


Poor Soul, ſince I was born,. 


And if I chance to die a Maid, 


Apollo is Forſworn. 


Ob, 0h, for a Husband, 
"Still this was ber Song, | 
1 will bave a Husband, J will heve 4 gui. 
4 ann Old or Tong. 


His Beard was almoſt grey; s 
Tho' he was old, aud the was Loung, ; 
She could no longer ſtay. 


Uato her Mother went this Maid, 


And told her by and by, 


That ſhe a Husband needs mult have,, 


0b, 0b, &c. — ON 


| She had a reaſon Why. 


"Mk to Purge Melencoh 


She had not been a Wedded Wife ” 
One quarter of a Year, _ 


Unt ſhe was weary of this Life, 


And grew into a Jeer: 

The old Man ſnorting by her ſide, 
She'd nought but Sigh and Groan; 
Did ever Woman this abide ? 
ben lye alone. 


ob, ob, ob, -what a Huband, what a Life lead 1, 
Out, out of "ſuch « Husband, "ſuch « Husbaid, 


Fi, f, fi, B, fi, 5. 


To live a Wedded Life, ſhe laid, 9 52 
A Twelve Month, tis too long, | 
As J have done, poor Soul, ſhe ery'd, 
That am both fair and young; 
When other Wives can have their Will, 
They are not like to me; 
1 mean to go and try my Sein, 
And ſeek a Remedy, 


0b, Oh, 0b, what 4 Husband, whe a Life 1 . 
but, out of ſuch a Hushard, ſucha Bubon,. 


Bl, . F, fi, f f. 


W775 to o Purge Melancholy. - 
A Woman once found , 
B Mr. ge. 


Ho' bootleſs I muſt needs Complain T " 


My Fate is ſo extream 5 | -" 
I Lov'd, and was B:lov'd again, 2 


Tecet all was but a Dreamz "_l 
For as that Love was quickly got, f 

Ss it was quickly gone, | i 

P' touch no more a Flame ſo hot, ö a | 1 

Pd rather die Alone. 


No Creature, be ſhe nefre ſo Fair, 

Shall any more beguile 
My Fancy with a feigned ſear; 

Nor tempt me with a Smile 3 

III never think Affection feign'd, 
That is ſo fairly ſhewn ; e IR 1 

III touch no more a Flame ſo hot, 1 

I'd ratber lie alone. | | © 


F. 'L 
Should“? Ml 
- . 5 1 


„ Hit to Fuge Melenchoh. 


Should now the Vttte God conſpire 
Again t“ entrap my Mind, 

And ſtrive to ſet my Heart on Fire, 

Alas, the Boy's, roo Blind: BER 

For ſuch I'll never venture Smiles, 
Nor hazard Mirth for none, 

85 Nor yet regard a Woman's Wiles, 5 e 

I'd raiber lie alone. | | 9 


The blazing Torch is ſoon burbt out, pate 

The Diamond's light abides, 
The Fire her Glory hurls about, e 

The ber virtue hides: | "I 
That Spark, (if any ſhould be mine) 

That elſe ſhews like to none e 
For if to E'ry Eye ſhe ſhine, 1 5 
1 rather lie alone. | 


No Woman ſhou'd deceive my Thought - 
With Colours not in Grain, 


| Nor put a Love ſo ſlightly wrought, e 
Into my hands again | . 2: 
il pay no more ſo deat for wit, ; "oe Ll 


I'llive upon my own, 8 | | =_ 
Nor ſhall affection trouble ir, 3 
I'd rather lie ore. ; ; 


And ſo I'll tet my Heart at reſt, 
My. loving Labour's loſt, ee iv 4 > of 
In be no more ſo rarely bleſt, 55 

Io be ſo flrangely croſt. | | 1 
The Love. loſt furtie fo doth die, £ 7 


The Pla ix is but one, | = 


| They ſeek no Mates, no more ain * 5 | 
Pd Fahey lte alone. | | 
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The Ballad dof all the TR 4DEs $.. 


% 


By Mr. Wei be 5 


# eur 2 e g 


H the Milter, the duſty muſty Miller; 
The Miller that bear<th on his Back 


He never goes to merſure Meal, (Sack. "0M 
But his Maid, but his Maid, but his Maid holds oße the : 2, 


O the Baker, the bonny, bonny Baker, 


The Baker that is ſo full of Sin, 
He never heats his Oven hot, (den is 


But he thrufts, but he thruſts, but he toraſts his Male 


O the Brewer, the luſty, luſty emer, : 
The Brewer that brews Ale and Beer, 


He never heats his Liquor hot, -- 4; the Geer: | 
Bu: he tales, bet he takes, but he takes his Maid by 


o the | 


\ 
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O the Butcher, the bloddy, bloddy Butcher, 
The Butcher t hat ſells both Beaf and Bone, 

He never grinds his Slaught'ring Knife, his Stone. | 
But his Maid, but his Maid, but his Maid muſt turn 


. 0 the Weaver, the wicked; alc Weaver, 

That followeth a weary Trade, ; 

He never ſhoots his Shuttle right, a tg laid. 
But he ſhoots, but he ſhoots, but he ſhoots firft at his 


05% 


- Y 


9 the Barber the neat and Sake Barber, 

Whoſe Trade is ne're the worſe, £5 

He never goes to waſh and ſhave, _. << 111. * 
But he trims, but he trims, but he trims his Moves - 


O the Taylor, the fine and fricking Taylor, = SI 
. The Taylor that gives ſo good regard, 
He never goes to meaſure Lace, (Yard, 
. his Maid, but his Maid, but his Maid holds out his 


5g O the Blackſmith, the luſt y, lufty Blackſmich, 
The beſt of all good Fellows, _ 

He never heats his Iron hot, _ (the nen | 

But his Maid, but his Maid, but his Maid muſt blow. 


O the Tanner, the Merry Merry Tanner, SO: 

The Tanner that draws good Hides into Leather ; 3 
He never ſtrips himſelf to work, _ - (together. 

But his Maid, but his Maid, but his Maid and he's. 


| Othe Tinker, the ſturdy, fturdy Tinker, 
The Tinker that deals all in Mettle, Ys | 
He never clencheth home a Nail, (Kettle. 
But dis Trull, but his Trull, but his Trull n Ty the 


; 1 
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| The Woman 1 0 the Brache. 
Tune of the Children i in the wood, bag. 6. 


A Pox upon this curſed Life, 
where ſhall I make my moan * 


For I am troubled with a Wife, . 
like her there's few or none. Lg 
Like unto her there cet 8 ” 


Another ſuch a one: 
For when the Prieſt did Marry me, "I 
then my good Days were gone. 98 


Therefore take heed good Nei ighbours all, 
TI wiſh you to beware, 
For when my Wife doth Scold and Baul, 
1 hen Skimirgron i is there. E 
This fawey Jack behind my back, - 
And eke before my Face, 8 . 
Maintains my Wite to bait and Arif, 8 
Which is a Woful Caſe. 


And now I ſee no Remedy, 


But I muſt needs complain 85 
On him you know, that wrought this Wo, 2s 
In England or in Pain. 


One Stimington about doth run, 
in City and in Town, 

Come Man and Child with Spear and Shield, 
And help to beat him down, 


93 And you good Wives, bring out your Knives, 


Ulle to Pye Melanchoh, 


And cut ont both his Stones 
And twoor three then may agree, 
To break ſome of his Bones. 
5 With Rakes and Reels and Oven- Peels, 
With Mawkin and with Flayl 
With Whips and Slings, and other things, 
To beat him — and Tail. 


Then let him run to Iſingtur, 

Or elfe into the Vyes, 
Where two or three they may agree 

Io pick out both his Eyes. 


Then let kim fly to Coventry, 

Or elſe to Loydon lone, 

And like a Wretch in Middleſex, 
There let him make his Moan. 


All Marry'd Men that ſee him then, „ 
Will ſhake their Heads, and ſay, | 
| He ſhall have neither Meat nor Drink, 

But let him march away, 


Then all the Bells in 1 Loudon Town 5; 
Shall ring both fine and brave, 


When they have bury'd Sbimington. 
And laid bim in his Grave. 


4 Ballad 
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4 Balladof Andrew and Maudlin. 


Q 


Ont 


— — — — 


e 


AA, and Maudlin, 1 and il, 

i Marg vet and Thomss, and Foc iy and Mary, 
Kate o'th' Kirchia, and Kaze of the Mil, 
2 the Plow-man, and 50 of the Dairy, 

To ſolace their Lives, and to ſweeten their Labour, 

All met on a time with a Pipe aad Tabor. 5 


Andrew was Cloathed in Shepharn' $ Gra, 
And Vill had put on his Holy-day Jacket, 
Beck had a Coat of Popin. jay, 
Ant Mzdze had a Ribbond hung down to her packet; 
Ms and Neil in Fr: ze, Jom and Focky in Leather, 
And ſo they be gue all to Foot it together. 


There 


e 


n 


——— — —— 05% i << 


66 „ 3 to Prge Melonchoh, : 


Their Heads and their Arms about them they fung, 
With all the Might and Force they had 
Their Legs went like Flayls, and as looſely hung, 
The Cudgel'd their Arſes as if they were Mad: 
Their Facas did ſhine, and their Fires did kindle, Ge 
While the Maids they did trip and turn like a a Spa. _ 


* 
2 
My 


Andrew chuck'd Maudlin under the Chin, 

Simper ſhe did like a Furmity Kittle; 

The twang of whoſe blubber-lips made ſuch a din, 
As if her Chaps had been made of Bell-mettle, 

« Kate Laughed heartily at this ſame ſmack, - | 

And loud ſhe did anſwer it with a Bom- crack, 


At no Whirſun- Ale there e're yet had beeu 
Such Frayfters and Friskers as theſe Lads and Laffs ** 
From their Faces the Sweat ran down to be ſeen, 
But ſure I am, much more from their Arſes. 
For had you but-ſeen't, you then would have ſworn, 
You never beheld the like ſince you were born. 


"Here they did fling, and there they did hoiff ; "0 
He re a hot Breath, and there went a Savour * 
Here they did glance, and there they did gloiſt; 
Here they did Simper, and there they did Slaver, 
Here was a Hand, and there was a Placket, _ 
Whilf, hey! their Sleeys went Flicket-a- Aacket. 


The Dance being ended, they ſweat and they ftunk, 
Ihe Maidens did ſmirk it, the Youngfters did Kiſs 'em, 

[ Cakes and Ale flew about, thzy clapp'd Hands and drunk, 
TIhey laugh'd and they gigrd untill they Be-pift em. 
[| They laid the Girls down, and gave each a green Mantle, 
| Hh While their n and cheir Bellies went L 1 ©. 
=” Pant! 
' 
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B y Mr. Akeroyde. 
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Tu, ſay the world i is full of Pelf, a = 
But I think there's no Chink, | - © 
For I have little my ſelf; | V 

When Pockets are ful, then Gentlemen borrow, = 

' And one ought not to truſt, [ 

Lo de pas as to Morrow. 
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With 


: Then 15 top ſeek the World throughout, 


From the Uſurer, 10 bis beſt Friend, 
Ask here, and ask there, 


And the Devil 4 Pemny.rhey'l lend, 


' Your honeſt Citizen bends the Brow, 
And complains there's no Gains 
For to be got by Gentlemen now; 
For when he does his Book ſurvey, 
He doth find more left behind, 
Then ſwears they'll Never my. 
Then let them, N 


15 When Gentlemen, toth* Scrlyners come, - 


They will crave their Name to have; 


And the next day will give them their Doom; 


Mean time the Uſurer Plots his Head 


5 About the *ftate left of late 


By the Father, who is yet ſcarce Dead. 


Ba Then le them, KC, 


— If you your Gameſter will cat; 


—He'tl prevent your Intent 


him his Money's loft, 


Your Courtier ke can Kiſs your Hand, 


Cog and Lie, and Deuy, 


And ſwear if he had it, you ſhould it command. 
Then let ibem ſeek the World tbroug bout, 


From the Uſurer, to bis beſt Friend, 
Ask bere, and ask there, 


: And the Devil a Peny — lend, 


0 Dill. to Purge Melancholy. 
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The RID DLE. 


By Mr. Ackeroyde. 


M* 


That ſtrives to ftand, yet cannot go, 
That feeds the Mouth that cannot bite. 
With a humbledum, Grumbledum, bumbledum grum- 
bledum, hey, 
With 4 Humbledum, Grumbledum, bumbledum grum- 
TO bey. 


uf 


pretty Maid, fain would I 3 
What thing it is will breed Delight, 


IE. 


* n EL SOT IN b | — Oo 


—— IT 


5 ah Dill to Doe Mn. 


It 1 is 2 pretty pricking thing, | 

A pleaſing and a flanding thing | 
 *T was the Truncheon Mars did AY 5 

A Bed ward bit, Which Maideas Chooſe. 
* 4 Humbledum, KC. 


It is a Shaft of Cupid's 

Twill ſerve to rove, to prick, to but ; 
There's never a Maid, but by her will 
Will keep it in her Quiver _- 
With a Humbledum, We: 


'Tis a Fryer with a bald-Head, 

A Staff to beat a Cuckold Dead "3 

It is a Gun that ſhoots point-blanks  —- 
It hits betwixt a Woman's Flanck. —— 
With 5 Humb. edum, c. 


It has a Head much like a Mole- K-. 

And yet it loves to cteep in Holes: 

The faireft She that e'er took Life, 

For love of this, became a Wife. a 

With a 1 Grunbledun, bunlledur grumbe- 
aum,, BY. 

With 2 Humoledum, Grambledum "IEP grumble. $ 
dum bey. 


— 
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He BEE: HIVE. 


By Mr, Naefe 


IL LLL. 


E * 


[Y Miſtreſs is a hive of Bees in yonder flowry Garden, 
> To her they come with loaden Thighs, to eaſe 
them of their Burden : 

1 As under -the Bee-hive lieth the Wax, and under the - 
Wax is Honzy. 

80 under her ww: her Belly is plac'd, and adder that, -- 

\ „ C- . | 


„ -(Pillsto Purge-Melancholy, | 


My Miſtreſs is 2 Mine of Gold, would that it were her | 


K Pleaſure, 
To let me dig within her Mold, and roll among her 


- __ (Treaſure. þ 
As under the Moſs the Mold doth he, and under the 


Mold is ney; ; 
1 So under, Nc. | 


My Miftreſs is a Morn of May, which Re! of Dew, 


(down ftilleth, | 
25 Where e're ſhe goes to ſport and Play, the Dew down! 


(ſweetly trilleth, 
As under the Sun the Miſt doth he, lo under the Miſt | 


lit js Sunny, | 
50 under, &c 


My Miſtreſs Is A pleaſant Spring, that yieldeth ftore of 
þ (Water ſweet, 
That doth refreſh each wither 'd thing lies trodden un- 
| 8 (der Feet. 
Her Belly is ; both white and ſoft; and downy as any 
[| I Bunny, 
| 1 That many Gallant wiſh fol oft to play but with her 
| 
| 
| 


(O. 7. 


My Miſtreſs hath the Magick Coen of late fhe takes 

(l (uch wondrous pain, 

That ſhe can pleaſing Spirits raiſe, and alſo lay them 
= (down again. 
| Such power hath my tripping doe, my little pretty 
(Bonny. 

| That many would their Lives forego, to play but with 
; + ol her C. 


J 
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The firgeifal 11 0 TH E *. 
By Mr. \Akeroyde. 
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Y Mother ſhe will not endure 
That I ſhould Married be, 
Altho* my Father do procure 
A Husband fit for me; 
Wherein ſhe doth me much abuſe, 
My Father's profer to refuſe 3 
For younger Maids than I are ſped, 
And yet forſooth I muſt not Wed. 


12 Y f 
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My Mother ſhe breeds all the Jars, 


And ill ſhe does me ule, 
And Love and Age breeds all the Wars, 
Which grieves me to refuſe, 
Before ſhe was as old as I, 
She with a Man fix Weeks did lie. 


Judge you how much ſhe doth me wrong, 
To make me live a Maid ſo ls. 


For now 1 am of lawful Years, 
A Twelye Month's time and more, 


0 by the Church-Book plain appears, 


Which doth my Age implore. 
For now I am Sixteen years old, 
Why ſhould I then be thus controll'd, 


And diſcontent to lie alone 3 


None knows my Grief, but by their own. 


| 1 do believe in heart and mind, 


There is no greater pain 
Can fall upon us Woman kind, 
: And breedeth all our Pain, 
Fo lie alone all by my ſelf, 
It breeds Diſeaſe, inftead of Health; 
And ſhortly it will end my days, Dy 
For (0 1 know the Doctor lays, 


My Father s Care I much commend, 
And pains that he doth take; 
My Mother f peaks not as a Friend, 
That 1 ſhan't have a Mate. 
Altho my Mother doth refuſe 
That I my youthful time ſhould uſe, 


i mean not long to ſtay Un-wed, 


Nor Tee to my Maiden bead. 


PP ˙¹1 et, od es ; + "hs 2 
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; For Gallants are like other Men, Cuckolds 4, row. 
eld: 
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e CUCKOLDS all 


Cue An 2 4. * „% AW" . Þ "Sb 24s 
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Tune of 0b, 7. is 4 ſme Town, Page 40. : 


N Ot long 289-28 all alone I lay upon my Bed, 
Tw ixt ſleeping and waking, this Maggot came in 


( my Read, 
Which caus'd me in the mind to be the ,meaning for to 


(knew 
with Skill and Wit, and than I writ of Cackotds all 4. ow. 


| * 


Methoughts L heard ; a Man and's Wife, as they together 

(lay 
Being quite void of ſtrife, ſhe thus to him did ſay, - . 
Quoth ſhe, Sweet-heart, if thou wilt Sport, my Love, to 


| (thee III ſhow 
A 1 thing ſhall make thee ing of Cuokolds all uro. 


peace Wife quoth he to her again, I'm ſure thou doſt 
(but Jef, 

Altho I am Cornuted plain, I am no common Beaſt; 

Yet ev ry Woman's like to thee, for ought that I do „ | 

And each Man may be like to me, C en all 4· row. 


There s neither Lord, nor Gentleman, Citizen, or Clown, 
That liveth in the City, or the Country Town, 
But may carry Horns about them, tho they them never 


(blow, 


Tour 


— 


_ —— —— 


— 


— 


— 
a — — — 63 none — —— — — 


— 
. 


Your Trades · men in the City, that ſells by Weight and 
N | 1 : (Meaſure, 


| Perhaps may were a horned | Brow, for Profit or for Ple- 


(fare. 


When they to ſell their Wares begin, that make ſo great 


Sa J 
Their Wives may play at In and In, Cuckolds all a w.. 


ö Your Country prating Lawyers that gets the Devil and 


| | £4 5 8 (all, 
That pleads every Term in Weſtminſter- Hall, : 


His Wife in the Country, for ought that be does know, 


May let his Client have a Fee, Cucko1ds all ar 


The Parſon of the Pariſh I hope ſhall not go free, 5 


While he is in his Study, another Man may be 


A dandling of his Wife, and do the thing you know, 
And make him were his Corner d Cap, Cacholds al 


(a. rom. 


If any one offended be, and think 1 do him wrong, 


For naming of a Couckold in this my merry Song, 


Let him ſubſcribe his Name, and eke his Dwelling ſhow, 


And he and I will ſoon agree, like Cucko/ds all a-row. 


Bacchus 


16 


. to Dorge Melanchah, 


Bacchus againſt Cu pid. 
N By Mr. | Mr. Akeroyde. 1 


— 
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Pins Friend leave off thy Thinking, 1 
Caſt thy Cares and Love away; BY 
Troubles ftilLafe drown'd in Drinking, 
Do not, danot then delay 3 
Bacchus cares not for thy Will, 
But will have us Drinking ſtill. 


Do but view this Glaſs of cliret, 
How Invitingly it looks; 
Drink it quickly, or you'll marr. it, 
Pox of Fighting, or of Books. 
Let us have good ſtore of Wine, 1 
Hang him then that does repine: | 


Call the Drawer bid him fill it, 

as full as ever it can hold: 
O take heed you do not ſpill . 

Tis more precious far Than Gold; 
Let us Drink, and then *twill prove, 
Drinking's N Ft than Love. 


EA 0 Joan 


Joan to ber LA DTI. A 
By Mr. Ake rode. 
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Ady, ſweet now 40 not fromn, 
Nor in Anger call me Clown, 
For your Servant Joan may prove, 


Like your ſelf, as deep in Love 3 


And as abſolute a bit, 


Man's ſweet liquoriſh Tooth to fit. 


| The Smock alone the difference makes, 
Cauſe yours is ſpun of finer Flax. 


What avallsthe Name of Madam 5 


Came not all from Father Adam ?- 


Where does one exceed the other? 
Was not Eve our Common Mother? 


1 


Vi to Purge Melauchol ß. ur 
Then what odds twixt you and on? : 


Truly in my Judgment, none. 
The Smock, &c. 


Ladies are but Blood and Bone, 

Skin and Sine us, ſo is Joon, 

Fokn's a Piece for a Man to bore 
With his Wimble, yout's no more. 
C Then what Odds, &c. | 


At 3s not your flaunting Tires, 1 
Are the cauſe of Men's Deſires; 1 
They're other Darts which Luſts purſue, | 

Thoſe Joan has as well as you, | N 
| Then, KC | 3 


What care we for Glorious Lights, 
Woman are uſed in the Nights 

And in Night in Women-kind, 

Kings and Clowus like Sport do find. 
| en, &c. : 5 | 


Were there two in Bed together, 
There's not a Pin to chuſe twixt either; 75 
Both have Eyes, and both have Lips; | " [4 
Both have Thighs, and both have Hips. | — 
--..- oo, MG 


When your Hand puts out the Candle, | NE 
And you at laft begin to handle, | 
Then you go about to do | i 
What you ſhould be done unto. 1 
Then, &c. FEE | 


| Who can but in Conſcience ſay, 2:6 M6 18 
Fi, Pi, for ſhame away, away, 
Putting Finger in the Eye, 

Till you have a freſh. Supply. 


E 5 _ Confer: 
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CONSENT af. 


By Mr, Akeroyde. 


L* why doch Love torment a7 

Cannot I your Griefs remove ? 
Is there none that can content you 

With the ſweet delights of Love? - 
0 No, no, no, no, uo: 0 No, no, no, uo, v0, 9 10. 


Beauty in a perfect Meaſure, 0 
Hath the Love and Wiſh of all: 
' Dear, than ſhall I wate the Pleaſure, 
That commands my Heart and all. 
0. No, Oe, 


If I Grieve and you can eaſe me, 
Will you be ſo fiercely bent. 
Having where withal to pleaſe me, 
Muft I till be Diſcontent? 
0 No, &c. ; 


If I am your faithful Servant, 
And my-Love does ſtill remain; 
Will you think it ill deſerved, _. 
1 Io be favour'd for my pain d 


0 No, &c. 


If 1 ſhould then but cravea Favour, 
Which your Lips invite me to; 
Will you think it ill Behaviour 
Thus to fteal a Kiſs or two? 
2 0 No, &, N= 


All Amazing Beauty's Wonder, 
May Ipreſume your Breaſt to touch? 
Or to feel alittle under, SAS 
Will you think I do too much? 
r 


Once more faireft, let me try ye, 
Now my wiſh is fully ſped, 
Ik all Night, I would lie by ye, 
Shall I be refus'd your Bed. 
0 No, &c. 9 18 
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The Glory of all c ROL DS 1 
By Mr. Akeroyde. 


Ul 


? 


Oni 1-4 


. Lega to my Story, "4. 
'$ I will ſing of Cuckolds Glory; Pt 
A nd thereat let none be Vext, OS, 


None can tell whoſe Turn is next; 
And tho' it now is held in ſcorn, 
u ſing the praiſe of noble Horn. 


Diana was a Virgin pure, 1 
Among t he reſt Chaſte and Demure, 
But you know well that I am ſure, 

| What Aeon did endure. 

| Tf Men have Horns from ſuch as ſhe, 
| I:pray then let us all agree. 


Let 


— 


li to Pore * 


1 Priend enjoy bis Reſt, FFT 

What the he wear Aben's Creft, 5 „ 18 
Malice nor Venom at bim ſpit, *. p 
He wears but what the God's Fs fit z 2 
Confeſs he is by times Recorder, 5 
Knight of great Dianas . nf Me nth =] omg "3,0 


Luna was no Venial Sinner, | e 
Yet ſhe hath a Man within her. „ 11 | 
And to cut off Cuckolds Scorns, B 1 
She decks his Head with Silver Horns - 
And if the Man in Heaven's thus Dreſ t,, | 
We Men on Earth like him are Beſt. 5 
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| b Iſten Lordlings to my Story th 
| I will ing of Cuckolds Glory 95 
And thereat let none be Vext, | 

None can tell whoſe Turn is next; 

| And tho? it now is held in ſcorn,. 

1 Fu ſing the praiſe of noble Horn. 
1 


Diana was a Virgin pure, 
Among t he reſt Chaſte and Demure, 
| But you know well that I am ſure, 
What Aeon did endure. 
If Men have Horns from ſuch as ſhe, 
_ Lipray. then. let us all ”_ : 
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I bave Laugh'd, I have Quaft 
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all Eſtates in each De 1 he | 
and have wept, - 
And a ftir like-a Cur have I kept, 


But now here 1 ſtand with a Whip in my Hand, 
Come a, come along, come * come along, I muſt 


0 * Jon, 


Come you Divines that ſhould be pure, 


That keep a Man to ſerve the Cure 


| You do teach not to preach, but to ſhow | 


Places fine, ſuch Divines as you are ſlow ; — 


Your Benefits you'll keep, whilt e feeds the Sheep: 


Come along, &c. 


Come you that live ſo by the Law, 
That keep your Neighbours ſo in Awe; 


If a Hog or a Beaſt you eſpy ; 
In the Ground to the Pound they muft bie: 


| Whole Towns you will Bruit with a Pettifogging Suit, 


Come dong, &c. 


cCome you that brag ſo of your Wealth, 
Becauſe you have a little Pelf ; 
- *Tis your Gold makes you ſo bold to do wrong, 


Men are the worſe that your Purſe is ſo ftrong, 
To build Houſes high to the Peoples Milery. 
*: Come org, KC, | FG 
Bu 
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VI 'to N urge ö 
But what's become of the Eftate, 


The which your Father left of late; 1 
You have no care for to ſpare, but to * 


Till you bring ev'ry thing to end hs 4 Weatth. 


You'll drink away your Health We. Dice Cam your \ 
Come along. NC. 52 1 


Come you Quack-ſalvers that 40 Kin. 
Sometimes a Patient by your Skillz 


You will urge them to Purge and let Blood, 8 
Vou will tell that it will do them good; (worſe. 


You will eaſe them of their Purſe, tho their Bodies be the 
Come . &c. 


come you Ladies that do wear — i 
More Faſhions than Sundays in d Year. . ＋.— 
With your Locks, Ribbond-knots, and ſilk Roſes, 
With your Spots on your Face and yaur Noſes, 


Your bare Breafts and your Back * what you lack 2 
E dong, 8 i 8 


Come you Tradeſmen of the city, Ee 
That are ſo Cunning and ſo Witty, : 
Iwould know how you grow Rich ſo faſt, 
You will ſwear you ſell your. Ware for leſs than't, coſt, 


Or elſe you'll give the buying, but Vit not believe the 
Come along, cc. (ling 


come along you Puritan, 

That make your ſelf a Holy Man, 

Tho' you lift, up your Eyes when you Pray, 

And frequent four Sermons in a day, 

Under pretence of pure wands and yet will Kils your Neighe 
Come along, . (bour' Wile. 
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== But now 1 am ſo weary. grown, . 
That I muſt let the reft alone: Js 

I ſhould flaſh me with my Laſh, did 1 dare, Os 
Many more; now therefore them TI ſpare : 
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P The reſt I leave to the Judges and the Shreevex, 

| And 785 mo 0, Jou. e 
i 5 8 
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My Mind to me a Kingdom is, 

| Such perfect Joys therein 1 find, 
That it excells all other Bliſs 

The World affords or grows by Kind : 2 
Tho' much I want that moſt would have, 
Yet ſtill my Mind for forbids to Craye. 
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. 


2 


10 


Content with that my Mind doth bring. 


T n 


No force to win the Victory: _ 
No cunning Wit to ſalve a Sore, 
No ſhape to feed a loving Eye: 
To none of theſe am I in Thrall, 

For why, my Mind to me 1s all, 


Content live with this my ftay, . | | 
I wiſh no more than may ſuffice ; - 
I preſs to bear no mighty Sway, 


Look what 1 want, my Mind ſupplies : | - 


Thus do I Triumph like a King, 
Some have too much, and yet do want, ; 
I little have, but wiſh no more; 


And I am Rich with little ftore 7 
They Poor, I Rich, they Beg, I give 3 -- 
They lack, I leave z they Pine, I Live, 


Their Wiſdom by the rage of Willy 
Their Treaſure is their only Truft, 


Some weigh their Pleaſure by their Luft, - a, 
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No princely Pomp, no wealthy ſtore. 


8 : 


They are but Poor, for much they want, wy 


And crooked Craft their School of Skil; 


But all the Pleaſure I can find,. 
the Content of a quiet Mind. 


My Health is Wealth and perfect Eaſe 
A Conſcience clean, my chief defence; 
I do not ſeek by Bribes to pleaſe, 
Nor by Deceit to give Offence 
Thus do I live, thus will 1 die, 
Wou'd all did as well as I. 
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Bu to Hm. Alete, 
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Jg late with © Walking, 

On aday in Summer Seaſon, 

Like a Lout with his Love ſat talking, 
When he ſhould be doing Reaſon : 

„ Focky loft, Focky left. 

| His time to Dally, his time to Dally, _ 

Whilſt he cry d, Sweet, /weer, ſweet, 

Sweet Jenny, * 1? * 12 


Pill to „ Mlenclols * 1 
Femny, as moſt Women n 24 ; 
To deny when they would have it, * 0 
With faint Tongue ſhe did refuſe, 7 1 
When her Looks did ſeem to crave ROOTS TO 
Still he cry'd, ftill he cry'd | _. 
When he ſhou'd dally, when. 2 tkou'd aur. „ a_ 
Jenny ſweet, ſweet, ſweet, ſweet, „„ 
Sweet Jenny, ſhall 1? Shal Il of 2m 


2 : P3 


She that now was grown more. willing, „„ 
When ſhe ſaw his backward dealing © | 
To prevent her own Heart's illing, | | 
With a Sigh her Love revealing, | 

Said alas! ſaid alas! - | 5 
When be would dallyz when he would dauy, Re IJ 
Now you ftand Sweet, (weer; ſweet, 2 5 c | 
Sweet "Jenny, Shall 1? h]? 


He preceiv'd by her Replying, 


That a Nay, was Yea, in Woin 3 
And that asking without trying, 1 
Was the way to Love's an . 1 
Nowꝛ Rhe knows, now he "7. e 1 
When he ſhould dally, when he ſhould dally, Z 
Not to ſtand Sweet, ſweet, ſweet, | _- 


| Sweet Jenny, Shall 1? alder. e e e, ol 
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+ TFany o one e long for a Muſical Song, 

I Altho' that his Hearing be thick. 

The ſound that it bears will raviſh his Ears, 
Whoop, tis but a Wanton Trick, 


A pleaſant young Maid on an loftrument Play * 
That knew neither Note, nor Prick; N 
She had a good Will to live * her Sein, 

Whoop, Kc. 


TO A Youth in that Art well ſeen in his Part, 
They calld him Derbyſhire Dick, 


Come to her a uiter, and wou'd be her Tutor, 
. Whoop, Ne. 
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Ein: to For- Macke 


To run with his Bow he was not flow, | 

His Fingers were nimble and quick, 
When he play'd on his Baſe he nig 9 Laſs, 
«> Whoop, SC, | 


He Woo'd her and Taught her, ucitil 160 had brought ber 
To hold out a Crotchet Prick, 
And by his direction, ſhe came to o Perfeftion, 
/ Whoop, &c. 


With oſs and Woing he ftill wools be doing, 
And calld her his pertty ſweet Chick; han 
His reaſonable Motion Rs to Deyotion, 
Whoop, &c. 


He pleas'd her ſo- well, that backwards fhe f ell, 

And ſwooned as tho ſhe were Sick 

So ſweet was his Note, that * vent her Coat. 
W boop, & c. 


The ſtiing of his io ſhe put to the Trial, 
Till ſhe had the full n of the Stick ? 


| Her white belly d Lute ſhe ſet to his Flute, 


Thus he with her Lute, and h he with his Flnte, 
Held every Crotchet and Prick; . 
She learned at leiſure, yet paid for the Pleaſure, 
| Whoop, &c. 7 


His Viol. ſtrin burſt, her Tutor ſhe Curſt, 
However ſhe play'd with the Stick, 
From odtober to Fune the was ** out of Tune, 
. &c. | 
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With 8 per eh to make the bin dend. Ay 
The Muſick withit'tepigrew!Thick, © as 
Of his Viol and Lute I 8 Fruity Ss > 


| . p 


And nn at Ver de oollented — 

Io have either Note or Prick, / 2 

For Learnifig ſo wa de her Bally to wel, CES. 2 
Whoop, &c. | . 1 

& 


| Al Maids that mri of a Inte or 4 vie, 
Take heed how you handle the Stick: 


1 you like not this "ny come EPY my ura 85 
| Whoop, &c. 185 


And if that this Ditty forfooth'doth not fi ye, | 5 

I know not what Muſick to Prick, 

There s never a Strain but in time will be twain, « 
Whoop, ' us but 4 * - Weber, 
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MI Ls are groun ſo Coy of late, POLLEN 3 
Forſooth they will not Marry, - 1 
Tho they're in their Teens and paſt, 


They ſay they yet can tarry? . 
But if they knew how ſweet a thing | ! 
It is in Youth to Marry, | 
They would ſell their Hoſe and Smock, I 
E're they ſo long would tarry. | =_ 
Winter Nights are long you know, 8 
And bitter cold the Weather. | 23 =_—_ 
Then who's ſo fond to lie alone, — _ 
When two may lie together ? „„ 
And is't not brave when Summer comes, | __ 
With all the Fields inrolled, b | _— 
To take a Green-Gown on the Graſs, 02 
And wear it Uncontrolled ? . 


For ſhe that is moſt Coy of all, 
If ſhe had time and leiſure. 
Would lay away ſevereſt Thoughts, 


And turn to Mirth and Pleaſure, | . | : | T ; 
For why, the faireft Maid ſometimes | | | 85 
Puts on the Face of Folly, "of 


And Maids do ne're repent fo much - _ 1 wh 
As when they are too Holy, 1 
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The W. North-Country 2H Maws E 0 N G on | the 
Kh View of London Sights, | | 


B by: Mr. Akerogde. 


| 3 Ie came firſt to 3 Dou, | 
Ize wor a Noviz, as many mo Men are; 


Tze thought the King had live at the Crown, 
And all the way to Heaven had been through the. Star. 


Ae 2et up my Horſe, and Ize went to Powls, 
Uds nigs, quoth I, what a Kirk beth' here, 

Then Ize did ſwear by all Kurſon Souls 
It wor a Mile long, or very near. 


| The top wor as highas any Hill ; 
A Hill, quo I, nay as a Mountain 

- But [ze went up with very good Will, 
But —— way 1 to come doun in. 25 


For 
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For as I went up, my Head ga round; | "> 
Then be jt known to all Kurſon People, 2 
A Man is no little way fro the Ground, . 1 
= When he's o'th' top of Pauls Steeple. Mi 


Ize lay down my Hat, and Ize went to Pray, 5 
But wor not this a Pittiful Caſe ? 
Avor Ize had done, it wor ſtolen away z 


Who'd a thought Thieves had been in that place; 


Now vor my Hat Ize made great moan, 8 , 
A ſtander by then to me ſaid, | 

Thou doſt not obſerve the Scripture aright, 

For thou mun a watch'd as well as pray'd. 


From thence to Veſtminſier Ie went, 
Where many a brave Lawyer Ize did ſee, 

But zome there had a bad intent; | 
| I'm zure my Purſe was ſtolen from me. „„ 


Noy to zee the Tombs was my deſire, 

Ie went with many brave Fellows ftore, 

Ize gan them a Penny, that was their Hire, 
And he's but a Fool that will give any more. 


Then through the Rooms the Fellow me led, / 
"Where all the Zights were to be een 
And ſnuffling told me through the Noſe, 

What formerly the Names of thoſe had been. 


Here Lyes, quoth he, Henry the Third, x 
Thou ly'ft like a Knave, he ſays never a Word ; 
And here lies Ricbard the Second Interr'd, 
And here flands good King Edward's Sword. 


— 
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And under this Chair lies Facob's stone, 
The very ſame Stone is now in the Chair; 
A — good Jeſt; Had ꝓacob but one ? 
; How. got he ſo many Sons without a Pair? 


Ie ſtaid not there, but doun with the Tide 
Ize made great haſte, and Ize went my way, 
For Ize was to zee the Lyons beſide, 
And the Paris. Garden all ima day. > 


When Tze came there, Tze was in a Rage, 

Ize rail'd on him that kept the Bears; 
| Inſtead of a Stake, was ſuffer'd a Stage, 
| And in Hunbs his Houle a Crew of Players, 


Then through the Bridge to the Tower Ize went. 
With much ado Ize entred in, 

And after a Penny that I had ſpent. 
One with a loud Voice did thus begin; 


ITbis Lion's the King's, and that's the Queen's, 
And this is the Prince's that ftand's hereby, 
With that went aear to look in the ben, 
Cods body! goth he, why come you ſo "gb 5 * 


Lze made great haſte unto my a, | 
Ize Zupt, and Ize went to Bed betimes 3 
Iz: SI-pt, and Ize Dream'd what I had Zeen, 
And wak'd again by Cp e Chimes. 
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l. to Pop leech. „ i 1 
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1 Ballud of the Courtier aud the b 
Clown, 


E= EE 


Our Courtiers ſcorn we country Clowns; 
We Country Clos care not for Court; 
But we'll be as merry upon the Downs, 1 
* 0 00 are at * with all your Sport, 
ib 4 Fadding, dc. . 


You Hawk, you Hunt, you lie upon Pallets, 
Tou kat, you Drink, the Lord knows how; 
We ſic upon Hillocks, and pick up our Sallets, | 
And * up a Syllabub under a Cow, 7 
With 4 Fading, & Fs 


Your Maiks are made for Knights and Lords, 
14 And. Ladies that go fiae an! Buy 3 
We dance to ſuch Muſick the Big-pipe affords, | 
And trick up our Lafſes as Well as we may, . 
© _ Witha Fadding, &c. 


F 3 Your 
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Your Cloaths are made of Silk and Sattin, 
And ours are made of good Sheeps Gray 3 

You mix your Diſcourſes with pieces of Lanin, 


We 885 our r Engle as well as we may. 
je Viib 4 F adding, &c. 


Your Chambers are hung with Cloath of Arras, 
Our Meadows bedeck d as fine as may be, 
And from our Sport you never ſhall Bar us, 
Ance Joan \ in the Dark, is as good as my Lady. 
With 4 Fadding, 0 


vou Courtiers clip and cull upon Beds, 
Me Jumble our Laſſes upon the Graſs, x. 
And when we have gotten their Ma! den-heads, 3 
They ſerve to make a Courtier' 5 Laſs, 1 | 
With. a Fadding, Kc. 


Jou dance Courants and the French Braul, 
We lig the Morris upon the Green, 
And we make as good ſport in a Country- Hall, 
As you do We the King and the Queen. 
* a Fadding, &c. | 
Then Ladies do not us aiſdain, 4 
Although we wear no gaudy Cloaths, 
- You'll find as much pith in a Country Swain, 
When he plucks up your gay embroider'd Cloaths. 
With 4 TOs &c. 
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4 Ballad, calÞd COOK- LOKR EL, 
The Words * Bey, Jolyſon. 
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C ; 00k- Lorrel _ needs have the Devil his Gueſt, 
And bid him once into the Peat to Dinner, 
Where never the Fiend had ſuch a Feaſt 
Provided dim yet at the charge of a Sinner. 


His wa was queaſie, "ha or coming there Coach'd) 
The jogging had caus'd Tome Crudities riſe, 

To help it he call'd for a Puritan poach'd, 
- That uſed fo turn up the Eggs of his Eyes, 


And ſo recovered unto his Wiſh, | 
He ſat him down, and he fell to eat, 
Promooter in Plumb.broth was the firſt Diſk; 
His own privy Kitchin had no ſuch Meat. 


Yet tho with this he much were taken, 
Upon a ſudden he ſhifted his Trencher, 
As ſoon as he ſpied the Baud and Bacon; 
by this you may note the iy a Wencher. 
l 3 | 


"Six pickled Taylors ſliced and cut, 
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Sempfters, Tire -women, fit for his Patt, 


With Feather-Men and Perfumes put, 


Some Twelve in a Charger, to make a grand valet. g 


A rich fat Uſurer ſtew'd in his Marrow, 


And by him a Lawyers Head and Green-ſawce z 


4 Both which bis Belly took in like a Barrow, : 


As if till then he had never ſeen Sawce. 


Then Carbonado'd and Cook'd with Pains, 
Was brought up a Cloven Serj-ants Face, 


The sauce was made of the Yeoman's Brains, 


That had been beaten out with his own Mace. 


Two roaſted Sheriffs came whole to the Board, 

(The Feaft had nothing been without em) 

Buth living and dead they were Fox d and Furr 4 
Their Chains like Sa wſages hung about em. 


The very next Dim was the Mayor of a Town, 


With a Pucding of Maintenance thruſt in bis Belly, ä 


Like a Gooſe in the Feathers dreſt in his Gown, 


And his couple of Hinch-Boys boil'd to a ca 


A Loydon Cuckold hot from the Spit, 


And when the Carver up had broke him, 


The Devil chopt up his Head at a bit, 


But the Horns Were very near like to have choak'd him. 


The Chine of a L=tcher too there Was roaſted, 


With a plump Harlot's Haunch and Garlick, 


A Pandor's Pettitoes that had boaſted 


Himſelf for a Captain, yet never was Warlike. 


A large fat Paſty of a Midwife hot, 


And tur cold hak'd Meat into the Story, 


_ Areveren\| painted Lady was brought. 


And Cotha'd in Cruft til now the was hoary. 1 | 
| 0 


| Totheſe, an overgrown Juftice of the Peace, 

With a Click like a Gizard thruft under cach Arm, 
And Warraats for Sippets laid in his own Greaſe, 
Set over a Chafiag-diſh to be kept warm. 


Tze [owl of a Jaylor ſerved for Fiſh, 

4 Conſtable ſous'd with Vinegar by. 
Two Aldermen-Lobfters aſleep in a Diſh, 

A Deputy-Tart; a Church- Warden- pye. 


All which devoured, he then for a cloſe, 

Did for a full draught of Darby call, 1 

He heav'd the huge Veſſel up to his Noſe, 4 
And left not till he had drank up all, 


Then from the Table he gave a ſtart, 
Where Banquet and Wine were nothing ſcarce 1 . 
All which he ſtarted away witha Fart, 4: 
From whence it was called the Devil's Arſe. 


And there he made ſuch a Breath with the Wind, 
The hole too ſtanding open the while, . | 
That the ſcent of the Vapour before and behind, 
Hath foully perfumed moſt part of the Iſle. 


And this was Tobacco, the Learned ſuppoſe, 
Which ſince in Country, Court and Town, 

In the Devil's Glifter-pipz ſmoaks at the Noſe - 
Of Polcat and Madam, of Gallant and Clown, 


From which Wicked Weed, with Swine's-fleſh and Ling, 
Or any thing elſe that's feaſt for the Fiend z 

Our Captain and we cry God ſave the King, 
And (end him good Meat and Mirth without end. 


* 
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| In a Lover, 3 tis ; true 3 


Fair Daphne I'm in Love with you : 


Woman thou art, for Adel re, 


Yet more aſſur'd I wiſh'd to be: 


Such Trial then dos not refuſe, 


As all Men in their Bargains uſe. 


„ 5 Men 


. Now if any of my Parts, or all, 


haut yet that part that all mult bind, 


Bill to "Binge Milancholp | 


Men feel the Pullen when they lay, = 
If they be Plump, and ſo wou'd I, 
Men ride their Nags, and try their Pace, 
The like would 1 do i in this caſe. 
Who will buy Land, e're they do know, 
What Fruit on it is: aptto grow ? 


Tou will then to Tryal call, 5 
You ſhall both ſee and feel and taste, 
Leſt you repent your Bargain paſt: 
Then Part with Part let us Compare, 
here's no Deceit in open Ware. 


Your Legs and Feet are ftrait-and fine, 
And look you here, pray what are mine ? 
You have a round and luſty Thigh 
And look you here, pray what have I ? 


8 o how not, leaft you * me Blind. 
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| | Have "VAR Fat, 11 1 hve been Weſt, . 
* have been fair in the Norib- Country; 

. 1 have drank Wine and Beer of the beſt, 
And Liquor that Men cal Joſe. 


l echeen in Flanders and in France, 8 
[pl Il ve been in Spain and Italy, 
Ad T'veſeen many a Man by chance, 
11 Fall down to the Grounds with Ne. 


The ſtrongeſt Wine in Flonders or Spain, 
Or yet in the Palſprave's Country, 
| Is nothing ke t* our Ergliſh Ale, 
That Liquor of Life, call'd Jpſe. 


The ſtrongeſt Soldier that ever did fight, BY 

Oc the braveſt Commander of a Marſpalſes, 5 
May be brought to the Ground, 1 hold him a Groat, 
If he ſwagger too long with Ipſe. 


The Preacher, the Teacher, the prieſt and the Clerk, | 
The Doctor of Law and Divinity.” 

May ftumble and fall ſo netimes in the Dark, 
If. their Caps be fudled with 1 
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It e grave Counſelt6rs lumber and fleep, 

When they ſhould ſpeak, they cannot ſee, 

They fit like Momes, for want of Wit 
When their Caps be fudled with boſe 


The whifling Gallants of the Inns of Court, „ | 
Do hinder their Studies certainly, e 

They re ſometimes glad to pawn their Suit, 1 
For fudling their cage WAS: | 


| ThePa piſt, the Puritan Proteſtant: too, Y 

And I other Religions whatever they be, 

Altho' in ſome Points they cannot agree, 
Yet noneof them differ i in Tpſe, 


Tho Taylor that eats more Bread at a Meat, 
Than another Fradeſman does at three, | 1 
A half. penny Loaf will ſerve him a Week, -: ©. +1 
If his Cap be fudled with Ip. - 3 1 


The smith and the Shooemaker is not behind, 
They never were, nor never will be, ee 
If they be Drunk, tis but their Kind, 5 & 
To fuddle their Caps with Ipſe. | 5 


If Tradeſmen they would but forgo, 

The Vices that hindec their Quality, 
The Malc-man may go hang himfelf, 
And the Brewer with his ſtrong Moe 


Hl t to tor dude, 
. The Growth of Cuckoldan. 
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Find l am a a Cuckotd, 

I care not who doth know it; 
It is my Doom, therefore welcom, | | 
l˖ mean to undergo it. I 
Which makes me ſing, Come along, come along, . 
All you that deride or ſcorn, - | | 

The proudeſt he who e're he be, 
Perchance will wear the Horn: : 


The Parſon of our Pariſh, 
That no Man thinks Polluted; 
Along with me for Sanz 
He kindly goes Cornuted. 
Which ARES. me (61 ings, come along, come along. 
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It is a A datkſbm nde 
And yet there is no fear on bs 
Like an Ague Fit they come by it, 


fe Gentlemen are gear on t. 
Which, &c. 


Ten thouſand in this Kingdom, 
Are ſubject to this Branding, 
As Squires and Knights, and City tg 


For. want of apr d 
Which, &c. 


| The beft Jeft that ever I heard, a 
One ſwore his Wife was Conſtant, 5 
When behind the Screen and a Door between, | 


He was Cuckold'd i inan Infant. | 
P bicb, &c. | | 


"at Weſtminſier in Term time, 
When all the Lawyers Muſter, 
Like Bucks in May you may ſee them play, 
wo 14, 88 Velvet Shooes | in Cluſters, "ts 
Cc | Fr 


if you walk the Town of London, 
Where the Flat-caps call Men Couſins, 

If you look about my Mafters out, 

You'll find Thirteen to the Dozen, 
| Which, &c. 2 
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F every Woman were ſerv'4 in her Kind, : 
And every Man had his due Deſert, 


The Rooms in Bridewell woul.i be well Lin'd, 


And a Coach would pals in the Streets for a cart. 
Yet I'm a little vex'd at the Heart, 
And fain wou'd | have my gri« f to· be known 


| The Pariſh would have me play a kind Part, 


And Father a Child that 1s gone of mV OWN. 


Full Twelve Months 1 croß d the gens, 


Mean time I was croſt a: much on the Land, 
For all the while my Wife ſat at her caſe, 
And had her Companions at her Command U 


There's never a Gallant but ſet at her hand, 


And ſaid it was pitty (he ſhould be alone, 1 
And now they would have me lubſcride to a Bond, | 


And Father, &6, b 
Let 
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Let every Father take care for kis Child, | 

And ſeek to provide for the Mother and that, 
Altho' I'm a Buck, I am not ſo Wild, 

To nail up my Horns-for another Man's Hat, 
u never grieve, but let it paſs, 

Since tis my Fortune to he overthrown, 
Altho' I'm an Ox, I'll ne're be an Alt 

To Father, &c. 


A Man may be wade 3 Cockold by chance, 
And put out another Man's Child to Nurſe, - 
And hoodwick his Horns with Ignorance, 
But he that's a Wittal is ten times worſe g 
And he that knows his Crofs and his Curſe, 
And ſtill will be led by a Strumpet's Moan, 
May fit and ſel] Horns at Britan's ale, 
For Fathering, &c. 


And if that you will be my judge, 
Isn't that Man wonder ful baſe, ; | 
To be another Man's Slave and bis Drudge, 
And (ell all his Credit for Diſgrace ? 
No, I was never ſprung from that Race, 
To call that my. Seed that another hath ſown,.. 


And l' never look our King | in Face, 
If 1 Father, Kc. | 


A Ballad 


I Prethee Sweet-heart grant me my deſite, 
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For Iam thrown as the old Proverb goes, 
Out of the Frying- pan, into the Fire, 
And there is none that pities my Woes. 
Then hang or drown thy ſelf, my Muſe, 
For there is not a T---d to chuſG. 


Moſt Maids prove Coy of late, tho' they ſeem Holier, 


Yet I believe they are all of a Mind 


Ls 


Like unto like, quoth the Devil to the Collier, 


And they'll be true when the Devil is Blind, 


Let no one truſt to their defire, _ 
For the burnt Child ſtills dreads. the Fire, 


| What tho my Love as white as a Dove is, 


vet you would ſay, if you knew all within, 


Shitten come Shite the beginning of Love is, 


And for her Favour I care not a Pin. 


No Love of mine ſhe e're ſhall be, 


Sir-Reverence of her Company. „ 
c . What 
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What tho her Diſdainfulneſs my Heart hath Cloven, 
Yet Iam of a ſo ftately a Mind,. | : 
I'll not creep in her A- to bake in her Oven, 
Tho” *tis an old Proverb, that Cat will to kind. 
But I will ſay uatil T die, 1 
Farewell and be hang d, that's twice Good-by. 


Alas, no Enjoyments, nor Comfort I can take, 
In her that regards not the worth of a Lover, 
A T--- is as good for a Sow, as 2 Pancake; 


- Swallow that Güdgeon, 1'tl fiſh for another. | ; 


She ne're regards my aking Heart; 
Tell a Mare a Tale, fhe'l} let a Fart. 


Now l'm ſure as my Shoe is made of Leather, 
Without good adviſement and fortunate help, 
We two ſhall ne're ſet our Horſes together, 

For ſhe's like a Bear being rob'd of her Whelps : 


But as for me it ſhall ne're be ſaid, | 
You've brought an old Houſe over your Head. 


Lo, this is my Connſel to young Men that Wooe, 

Look well before you leap, handle your Geer, 

For if you Wink and Shite, you'll ne're fee what you do. 
So you may take a wrong Sow by the Ear, 

But if ſhe prove herſelf a Flurt, 

Then ſhe may do as does my ſhict. 


Fall Back, or fall Edge, I never ſhall bound be, 

To make a Match with Tag-rag, or Long tail; 
He that's born to be hang'd, never ſhall drown'd be, 
Beſt is beſt cheap, if you hit not the Nail. 

Shall I toil Gratis in the Dirt, 

Firſt ſhe ſhall do as does my Shirt, 
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Reftleſs Lover I efpy'd, 
That went from Place to Place, 
Lay down and turn'd from fide to fide, 
And ſometimes on his Facey z; 
But when thoſe Med'cines were apply'd, 
1 hope of Intermiſſion, | 


Like one that found no eaſe, hecry'd, 


Has Cupid no Fhfician. 


— 


What 
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What do thoſe. Ladies with their Looks, 
Their Kiffes and their Smiles; | 
Can no Receipt in thoſe fair Books, 
Re pair their former Spoils ? 
But they complain as well as we, 
Their Pains have no remiſſion; 
And when both Sexes wounded be, 
Huth Cupid no Phyſician ? | 


Have me ſuch Palſies and ſuch Pains, 
Such Fevers and ſuch Fits, . 

No quick Eſſential Chimick Grains, 
No Æſeulapius Wits ? 

No Creature can b-neath the Sun, 
Prevail in Oppoſition, 

And when ſuch Wonders may be done, 

X Hath, &c. | | 


Into what Poiſons a0 they dip, 
Their Arrows and their Darts, 
That touching but our Fingers end, 

The Pain doth prick our Hearts, 
Now I perceive before I get | - 
Into the Inquiſition, : 


| Dearh never had a Surgeon yet, 
Nor Cupid a Phyſccian, 
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N Ow all my Friends are laid in | Grave, 

And nothing they have left me, 
But a Mark a Year my Mother gave, 

By which for to protect me: 
Yet ] live on the Leaguer ſill, 

As brave as any Lady, 

And all is with a Mark a Year, 

The which my Motber gave me. 
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I have my Pimps at my Command, | 
My Coach upon me tending, 
If any one be cut or ſlaſh'd, 


Or any one Offening, 15 
They'll bear me out of all the Rout, | „ 


My high Commode, my Damask Gown, 
My lac'd Shooes of Spaniſh Leather, 
A Silver-Bodkin in my Head, 
And a dainty Plume of Feather, 
I'll take Tobacco with a Grace, pets 3" 
As brave; „% --- | | 1 


A Lord, a Knight, a Gentleman, 


Is welcome to my Oven; . +W 
be finical Courtier with his Tricks, EE "of 
W hoſe Beard's but newly ſhaven, Wo. 

All's one to me, who s'e er he be, c E 

He's welcome ftill as may be, — 

Ged a mercy Mother, for thy Gift or 


Is a Portion for a Lady. -m_ 


— 
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The RE E SOLUTION, 


CHEE 


O fie upon a Jean Braio, 
Chat doth his Love Miſtruſt, 
Whoſe {corching Blood runs through each Vein, 
To judge his Looks unjutt : 
. Give me that noble minded Heart, 
Thac never will do ſo, | 
But loves by Nature, not by art, 
And les al others 80. 
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Let no Man think that C upid's Shot, 
Can wound an Honeft Breaft, 

He that ftiil fears a jealons Plot, - 
Will never live at reft : 

That Man 1 love that hates to fear 
The ſlander of a Foe, 

'Tis he that {hall my Favour wear. 
And let all others go. 


e 


If any 40 my Vertue Praiſe, 
And thinks to flatter me, - 
His Subtile Tongue his Heart betrays, 
His Follies I can ſee ; 
That Man YIl have, will not ſuſpect 
An honeft Woman's No, 
. *Tis he ſhall be my choice Elett, 
A And let, &c. 


some Men by Witchcraft ſeek to gain, 
Their Love with charmed Spice, 
Such Love 1 ſcorn to entertain, 
Fram'd by a baſe device; 
I'll humour him that ſeeks no Charms, 
Nor Cerberus Cups below, 


In hug him in my Ivory Arms, 
And let, &c. 


He that threatens when ! ſmile, 
I'll vex him when he weeps; 
He that Loves but a ee while, 
eln Horn him when he $l-c 
But he that with unſpotted Breaft, 
Bears Love as pure as Snow, 
Shall be my gueſt at Capid's Feaſt, 
And Tet all others go. 


LOVE 
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Hall I waſting i in Deſpair 
Die becauſe a Woman's Fair; 
Or make pale my Cheeks with Care, 
Becauſe anothers Rofie ares 
Be ſhe fairer than the day. 
Or the flowry Mead in May, 
If ſhe think not well of me, 
What care I how fair ſhe be, 


- * 
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Shall | 
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Shall my fooliſh Heart be pin'd, 
Cauſe I ſee a Woman's kind, 
Or a well-diſpoſed Nature 
Joined with a comely Feature 
Be ſhe mild, or kinder than 

The Turtle-Dove, or Pelican, 
If ſhe be not ſo tome, 
What care-I how Kind fte be. 


Shall a Woman's Vertue move, 
Me to periſh for her Love, 
Or her Merits Value known, 
Make me quite forgot my own d 
Be ſhe with Goodneſs bleſt, 1 5 
As may deſerve of Men the beſt, . 
If ſhe be not ſo to me, : | 
What care I how good ſhe be. 


*Cauſe her Fortune ſeems too high, 
Shall I play the fool and Die s? 
She that beares a noble Mind, 

If not outword Helps ſhe find, 
Thinks what with them ſhe will do. 
That without them ſhe dares Woe: 
And unleſs that Mind I ſee, N 
What care I how good ſhe be. 


Be ſhe Good, or Kind, or Fair, 

I will ne'er the more Deſpair z 
If ſhe love me, this believe, 

I will die e'er ſhe ſhall Grieve. 

If ſhe ſligbt me when I Woe, 

I will ſcorn and flight her too; 
ror if ſhe be not fit for me, 
What care I for whom ſhe be. 
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Jx Summer time when Flowers do Spring. 
and Birds ſit on a Tree. 
Let Lords and Knights ſay what they will, 
there's none ſa merry as we: 
There's Will and Moll, 
Here's Harry and Dol, 
With Brian and bonny Beny; "I 
5 Ob, bow they did jerk it, 
Caper and ferk it, bs, 
Under the Green. wood Tres, 
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Our Muſick is a little pipe, 1 
that can ſo ſweetly play, TS \ 
Whom we do hire from i bitſontide, | I 
till latter Lamas day: l 
On Sabbath-days, | | 1 
And Holy-days, | p 
After Evening-Prayer comes s he, | | | 
And then, &c. | 


| Come play us Adam and Eve, ſays Dick, _ 
what's that, ſays little Pipe ? „ 
It is the beginning o'th* World, quoth Dick f vn 
for we are Dancing-ripe : 8 
It's that you call, = 


Then have at all, 


He plaid with a merry Glee, 
O ben, &c. Oy 


In comes our Gaffer Underwood, : 1 

and ſets him on the Bench, 4 

His Wife and Daughter Nee. be. good, i 

| That pretty round-facd Wench : | 4 

There's Neighbour C buck, a, | :'Þ 

And Habatkuk, 1 

They all come there to ſee, 

0b bow, &cc. 


from theneh we go to Sir William's Ground, 

and a rich Old Cub is he, 

And there we dance around, around, 

but the Devil a Penny we ſee 
From thence we get 

I 0 Summerſet, | 

: Where Men be fro lick and free, 1 

1 ther 0 CC, | | | 
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\ XY Lord s Son muſt not be forgot, 
DW So full of merry ]-R, 
He Laughs to lee the Girls 10 kat, 
and jumps in with thereſt; 
He idoth them aſſan 
with his Calves Tail, 
And he thruſts it in to lee, 
bow they: do, dec. 


A Fox of all thoſe ſmuſling Knaves, 
that do our Sports deſpiſe, 
| Ye value not the ſneaking Slaves, 
They'er more preciſe than Wile : 
1 Bots on them all 
* both great and ſmall, 
5 And fuci Hypocritie, 
For we wil, &c, 


| Tho' bonny Ne! do beer the Be U, 
P maongſt Gallants gay and gaudy: 7 
| Our Maygery's as light as ſhe, 
and yet ſhe is not Baudy: 
When ſhe with truſty 4 thur meets, 
And Bob with Beg, 
4 % bow they dn frig it, 
[ um, it nd tr it, 
| Under the Green KOud Trec. 


We fea; no Plats of Fews or S: 025 
.For AC are) ty Swains, 
n 11. W aud ee , ant Barls los, 
ag uit” al} our Z. alas: | 
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Ofer Hills and Diles, at IWhir ſon- Ales, 


5 With Ribbon red in Hat on head, 


No time is ſpeat with more content, 
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No City Cares, 
Nor Merchant's Fears 
Of Wrack, or Piracy, 
Therefore we can Flant it, 
_ Revel and Rant it, | 
_ - Vader the Green. wood Tree. 


we dance a merry fit, | 
When Suſan ſweet with John doth meet, 
She gives him Hit for hit; 
From Head to Foot, 
She holds him to't, 
And jumps as high as he: 
0] bow ibey do ſpring it, 
Flounce it ana fling it, 
Vnder the Green. wood. IJree. 


young Kalph doth skip and jump, 

Joan has a new long Scarf of blew, 

that reaches to her Rump: | 

With Petty-coats 
As light as Moats, 
Which in the Sun we fee, 

0 | bow they did tip it, _ - 
Trample and Trip tj, | 
Under the Green-wood-Tree, 


in City, Court, or Camp, 
\Ve fear no Covent-Gard:n Gout, 
nor Pickaditly Cramp: 


1 
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From Scurvy we, 
Are always free, 

And evermore ſhall be, 
S0 long 4s we Whisk i it. 
Frig it, and frigkit, 
Under the Green-wood. Tree, 
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On Meads and Launs, we trip like Fauns, 
like Fillies, Kids, or Lambs, 
We have no twinge to make us cringe. 
or crinkle in the Hams, 
When ſome Diſeaſe 
Doth on us ſeize, 
With one Conſent go we, 
To Fig it and Firk it, 
Caper and Ferk it, 
Under the Green-wood- Tree. . 


CITI I 
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When we're well fir d and almoſt tr'd, 
that Night is drawing on, 
And that we muſt confeſs (as ju} 
our dancing day is done; 
The Night is ſpent a 
[| With more content, 
| For then we all agree, 
| To Cock ii and Dock it, 
Smock and Knock it, 
| Vader the Green-mook.rree, 
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15 is my D=light both Night and Day, 
To Praiſe the Women as much as I may; 
Three things be Glorious, 
I'll tell you if I can, | 
The Sen, an Angel, and a Woman, 
It i my Delight both Night and Day, 
Toe praiſe the Women as much as I my. 


Three things be Precious, - J 
I'll tell you if I can, | I 
Bright Pearl, fine Gold and a Woman. 
5 IM 1 my Deli, vs, Ad: 
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Three Things there be Lowring, 
I' tell you if J can, 


A Pidgeon, a Turtle- Dove, and 6 a Woman. 24 
+. 08-36 &c. | 


| Three things chere be Links, 
| I'll tell you if I can, 


An Ape, an old Fox, and a Woman. 
It is, KC, þ : 


© Three Things will be angry, 
FI] tell you if I can. 

A Waſp. a Weſel, and a Woman.“ 
It is, &c. 
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: Three Things will be Scratching 
I'n tell you if I can, 
A Cat, a Briar, and a Woman. . 

It is, XC, 


— 
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T bree Things will de A Chattering * 
I'll tell you, if Tean, - 
A Pye, a Popinjay, and a Woman. 
-. 85; Me 
. Three Things will lie cloſe to a Man, 
Tl tell you if l can. 
A Flea, a Louſe, and a Woman. | 
It is, &c. 


— 
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| Three Things muſt be Beaten, 
T'll tell you if J can, 
A Stock: fiſn, a Mill-ſtone, and a Woman. : 
It is, Kc. | 
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Three things muſt be ſtuſſed, 
L' tell you if I can; 


A Pudding, a Cuſhion, and a Woman. 
, e. 


Three things there are ill to py ame, 
I'll tell you if 1 can, 

The Devil, a Wild- Colt, and a Woman. 

It 1s, Kc. 


Three things their are will make you Lean, 


II tell you if T can, | = 


Brown Bread, ſme! drink, and a curft Queen, | 
It is, &c. | 


From theſe thee Plagues, III pray as l can, 
To bleſs and to keep every Honeſt Man. 
It is, Kc. 


— pot” CORE 
— — a — 


— 
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Here was 2 Tal of the North. Country, 
| Lay the Bent 10 the bonny Broom, 
And ſhe had lovely Daughters three, 

Fa, ba 4 ba, 15 a Ja la ra re. 
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| He knocked at the Lady' $ Gate, 


There was aKnight of Noble waren, „ Ti 
lay the Bent, &C. . 

Which alſo lived in the North, 1 15 Ir 
Fa la, &c. 


The Knight of Courage ſtout and brare, 


lay the Bent, &c. 


A Wife he did deſire tO h have, 
Fa Un, & c. 


lay the Bent, &cc. 


One Evening when it was late, 
fe la, &c. 


The youngeſt iter let him i in, 
| lay the Bent, &c. 


 Andpin'd the Door with aSilver Pin, Wo! 
Fa la, &c. | 
The ſecond Siſter the made his Bed, 
lay the Bent, &c. by 
And laid ſoft Pillows under his Head, 
"88: ee 
8 The youngeſt that ſame Night, 
lay the Bent, &c. | 
She went to Bed to this young Kuight, 
And in the Morning when it was day, 
lay the Bent, &c. | 
Theſe words unto bim ſhe did ſay, 
#4 la, &c. 
Now you have bad your Win (quo? 1 | he) 
lay the Bent, &c 
1 pray Sir c Knight: will you Marry me, . 
fe la, &c. Res J he 
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The young brave Knight to her 1070 Os - 
lay the Bent, &c. 

Thy Suit, Fair Maid, ſhall not be deny d, 
Fa la, &c. Tg a1 063350 FS OM 


If thou can't anſyer me Queſtions three, * 
lay the Bent, &c. „ 
This very day L will Marcy ti thes: 
Fa la, &c. 


Kind Sir, in Love, 0 5 IO the, 
lay the Bent, &c. 


Tell me what your three RO be, 
Fa la, Kc. . 


0 what is longer than the Way ? 
lay the Bent, &c. 


Or what is dceper than the Sea,” | 
fa Ja, &c. > bk | 
Or what is louder than a Horn F 
ay tbe Ben, &c. | 
Or what is ſharper than a Thorn ö 
fa la, &c. 


Or what is greener th an the Grafs ? 
lay the Bent, &c. 

Or what is worſe than a Woman was ? 
fa Ia, 8c. 


The Danſel $ auler the Ne Quali. 


Love is longer than th: way, | 
11; the Bent, &c., | 1 
And Hell is deeper than the Sea, 1 
| ta la, &c. . 


X22 ©_ Ä to Ng. 
And Thunder's louder than the Horn, 
lay the Bent, Ge. 
And Hunger 8 ſharper than a Thorn, 
fa la, Cc. Wo | 


And Poyſon's greener than the Grafs 
lay the Bent (9c, 
n the Devil's worſe than the dara was, : 
4 la, & c. | 


When ſhe theſe Queſtions anſwered had, 

lay the Bent, Oc. 

The Knight became exceeding coil 
Fa la, Sc. 


And having truly tryd her wit, EOS 
le the Bem, Cc. | 
He much commended her for i it, 
ta Ia, Se. . ä 


And after, as tis verifi d, 5 
lay ibe Bent, Ge. I ety 
He made of her his lovely: -Bride, 5 
Al, Ge, 


li i 


nini! 


So now fair Mas all adiev, 
lay the Bent, Oc. | = 
This Song 1 dedicate to you, | | 
5 Fa la, Se. | 4 


| E wiſh that you may Conſtant prove, 

la the Bent 10 the bonny Broom,” 
Unto the Man that you do love, . 
1 le 4 la fe, lalalara re, = | 


— N— — 2 — — 


— 


Fil £0. Doe Allen oh 
The Cumberland L A $ S. 


Here was A Lass in Cumberland, + 
a bonny Laſs of high Degree: 5 
There was a Laſs, her name was Nell, 
the blitheſt Laſs that e er you ſee; 
0b to bed to me, to bed to me, 
the La af that comes to bed to me. 
Blith and bonny may ſhe be, 
the Laſs ibat comes to bed to me. 


Her Father lov'd her paſſing well, 
ſo did her brother fancy Net; 
But all their Loves came ſhort of mine, 
as far as Tweed is from the Tyne. 
0b 0 bed 7 me, to bed 10 15 Kc. 


She had ive Dollars in a Cheſt, 
four of them ſhe gave to me: | 

She cut her Mother's Winding-Sheet, 

and all to make a Sark for me, 

Db to bed 0 ne, 10 bed io me, &. 


For why, ſne N. the t 
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She dg eds a Box out of her Purſe, | 
four Gold Rings ſhe gave me three g 


She thought her ſelf no whit the worſe, = 


the as ſd ve 1 ind tome, 


bed to me, de. ; 


1 I were Lo 
to Bed dad Boarq; ftr oh be tf 
nie 

that is in alf her Coun 
- Ob! fo bed 2 * 1 


Her Cherry: Cheeks ana Ri 
doth with the Damask Roſe 


Mes . N 


 Whichareſo pleaſing unto me; 
0b] to Bea to ne, Vc. 


= Ear I have rid both Eaft and Weſt, 


and been in many a ſtrange Country, 


Yet never met with ſo kind a Laſs, 


compare with Cumberland Nelley; 
Ob! to bed to ne, dc. OY 


When 1 embrace her in my Arms, 
ſhe takes ic kind and Courteoufly, 


And hath ſuch pretty winning Charms, 


the like whereof you ne're did ſee ; 
0b! to bed to me, &c. 


There's not a Laſs in cunberland 
to be compar d to ſmiling Net, 


She hath ſo ſoft and white a Hand, 


ard ſomething more that III not tel, 
Ob! to bed to 25 Ke. 


> . | 4 fs, 18 | Twi 
75 N ade North, 1% 


With other Parts which I'll not! lame, h 
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up to my Chamber I her got, 
there I treat her Courteoully, 
I told her, I thought it was her Lot, 
to ſtay all Night and Lig with me, 
ob to bed to me, &c. = 
Che, pretty Rogue, could not ſay nay, 
but by conſent we did agree, 
That ſhe for a fancy, there ſhould ſtay, 
and come at Night to bed to me: 
bb 0 Bed to me, &c. 


She made the Bed both broad and wide, 
and with her Hand ſhe ſmooth'd it down ; 
She kiſsd me thrice, and ſmiling ſaid, 
my Love, I fear thou wilt ſleep too ſoon z 
Oh! ro Bed to me, &c. e 


Into my bed J haſted ſtrait, 
and preſently ſhe follow'd me, 
It was but in Vain to make her wait, 
for a Bargain muft a Bargain be; 
ob! to bed to me, &c. 


Then I embrac'd this lovely Laſs, 
and ftrok'd her Wem ſo bonnily, 
But for the reſt we let it paſs, 
For ſhe afterward ſung Lulaby; 
0h) to bed to me, 10 bed to me, 
the Laſs that came to bed to me, 
Blith and bonwy ſure was fhe, 
ide Leſi1bat came to bed to me. 


# 
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he pull d out his Pipe and began for to play, 


ſl A Shepheard ſet him under a Thorn; | 
5 
| It was on a Mid. ſummers. day in the Morn, 


| for honour of that Holy-day: 
| | a A Ditty he did chant along, 


| 
Jt that goes to the Tune © Cates -Bordee, 

it And this was the burthen of his Song, 

it tf thou wilt Pipe Lad, Il dance to thee, 

lf 5 10 tbee, 70 thee, derry, wal to thee, Ge. 

i 42 
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And whilft this Harmony he did make, 
a Country Damſel from the Town, 
A Basket on her Arm-ſhe had, 
a gathering Ruſhes on the Down : 
Her Bongrace was of Wended Straw y 
from the Sun's hot Beams her Face is free, - 


And thus ſhe began when ſke him ſaw, C 


If thou wilt Pipe Lad, [ll dance to thee, ©c, 


Then he pull'd out his Pipe, and began to ſound, - 
 whilft tempting on her Back ſhe lay, 
But when his quavering Note ſhe found, 

how ſweetly then this Laſs could play : 
She ſtopp'd all Jumps, and ſhe reveal'd, - 

the kept all Time with Harmony, => 
And looking on him, ſighing ſaid; _ 

If thou wilt Pipe Lad, I'll dance to thee, Cc. 


* 


She never ſo much as Bluſhed at all, 
the Muſtck was ſo charming ſweet, 

But e'er and anon to him ſhe'd call, 
and bid him be active, turn and meet: 


As thou art a boon Shephard's Swain, 


Jam a Laſs am come to Wooe ther, 
To play me another c ouble Strain, 


And doubt not but I will dance to ibee, &c. 
Altho J am but a ſilly Maid, . 

who ne'er was brought up at Dancing School. 
But yet to the Jig that thou haſt plaid, 

you find that I can keep Time and Rule: 
Now ſee that you keep your Stops aright, 
for Shepherd, I am reſoly'd to-view thee, 


And play me the Damſel's chief Delight, 


Then never doubt but JI dance 30 thee, Ge. 
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The Shepherd again did tune his Pipe, 
and pfaid her a Leſſon loud and ſhril, 
T he Damſel his Face did often wipe, 
with many a Thank for his Good Win; 


And ſaid, I was ne're ſo pleas'd before 

and this is the firſt time that I knew thee, 4 1 
Come play m* this very Jig once more. TEN S 
And never doubt, but I dance to thee; &c. . 92 
The Shepherd, he ſaid, as J am a Man. | 
I have kept playing from Morning till Noon, . 0 

Thou know'ft J can do no more than I yy” R 4 
1 my Pipe is clearly out of Tune; Fee ca 
Io ruin a Shepherd I'll not ſeeecc 0 
ſaid ſhe, for why ſhould I undo thee, «© IIe 
I can come again to the Down'next Week, Nen 


And ibou ſball Pipe, and I'll dance to thee, NY Ane 
0 "mee, to thee, deri, * to thee, 1 
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O Evening a little before it was datk, 115 
Sing, tan tara rara tan-tivee, E235 
Fcall'd for my Gelding, and rid to autre N 
on tan tara rara tan-tivee z | 
It was in the merry Month of May, / 
When Meadows and Fields were gaudy 121 ds. 
And Flowers apparel d as bright as the Day, 
I get upor my Tan. ive. 


The Par ſhone brighter than the Skies, 
fig tan tara rara Tan-tivee, F 
With Jewels and Gold, and Ladies Eyes, 
that ſparkled, and cry d, come ſee me; 
Of all parts of Exgland, Hide. Park hath the blase, 5 
For Coaches and Horſes and Perſons of Fame; 
It looked at firſt fight like a Field full of Fe, 
Which made me ride up Tan- tiver. 


There bath not been ſuch a ſſ ght ſince And, | 1 
for Perriwig, Ribbond and Featheeerr,r 
Hide- Park may be term'd the Market of Nada 
or Lady-Fair, chuſe you whether; za: 
| Their Gowns werea yard too long for their Leg, 4 1 2— 
They ſhew'd like the Rain bow cut into Rags, 
IA Garden of Flowers, or Navy of Flags, | 
When they did al mingle wether. =o $: 3/0 AOOY Bla 
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Among all theſe Ladies, I ſingled out one, 
to prattle of Love and Folly z 
1 found her not Coy, but ene, as Foon, 
or Betty, or Margrer, or Mol ; & 
With Honours and Love, and ftories of Chances, 
My Spirits did move, and my Blood ſhe advances, 
With twenty Quonundrums, and fifty five — 
I u beve been at ber Ian. tivee. 


Wetalk'd away time until it grew dark, 
the Place did begin to grow privyz - 
For Gallants began to draw out of the Park, 
their Horſes did gallop tantivee : 
But finding my Ceurage a little to come, 
I ſent my Bay Gelding away by Groom, 
And proffer'd my Service to waint on her Home, 
In ber Coach we went both Tau- tivee. 


loffer'd and proffer'd, but found her ftrait- ned, : 
| fhe cry'd, I ſhall never believe ye; 
This Arm full of Sattin I bravely embrac'd, 
and fain would have been at Tan-tivee: 
Her r wes pleaſant for ſcent and for fight, 
She ſeem d like an Angel by Candic-light, 
And like a bold Archer, I aim'd at the White, | 
Tau. tivee, tan-tivee, tan. tivee. "ns 


With many Denials ſhe yielded at the laſt; * 

Fler Chamber being wondrous privy, 

That I all the Night there might have my repaſt, 

to run at the Ring tan-tivee. 

I put off my Cloaths, and I tumbled to Bed, 

She went in her Cloſet to dreſs up her Head, 
But I peepd in the Key-hole to ſee what ſhe did, : 
dieb put me quite beſide my Ian. tives. 


| She took off her Head-tire, and heu- d her bald Pate, 
her Cunning did very much grieve me, 

B Thought I to my ſelf, if it were not ſo late 

3 would home to my Lodgings believe me. Her 


er hair being gone, ſhe ſeem d like a Hag, 3 
er bald - patę did look like an Oftrich's Bgg, 
This Lady (thought I) is as right as my Leg, 
She bath been too much at Tan-rivee. - | 


The more I did peep, the more I did ſpy, 

Which did unto-amazement-drive me: _ 

She put up her Fingure, and out dropt her Eye; 

I pray d that ſome Power would relieve me: 

zut now my reſolyes was never to trouble her, 

Or venture my Carkaſs with ſuch a blind Hobler, 

She look'd with one Eye juſt lik Heuſon the Cobler, 
hen be us d to ride Tan. tivee. | 


peep'd, and was ſtill more perplexed therewith, 
thought I, tho't be Midnight F'll leave thee ; 
the fetch'd a yawn, and out fell, her Teeth, 
this Queen had intents to deceive me: 
She drew out her Handkerchief as I ſuppoſe, 
o wipe her high Fore-head, off dropt her Noſe, 
hich made me run quickly and put on my Hoſe, 


The Devil is in my Tan- tivee. 


She waſht all the Paint from her Vizage, and then 
ſhe look'd juſt, (if you will believe me) 
tke a Lancaſhire Witch of four ſcore and ten 
and as the Devil did drive me, * | 
put on my Cloaths, and cry'd Witches and Whores, 
tumbl'd dowa ftairs, broke open the doors, | 
And down to my Country again to my Bores 
Next morning I rid Ian. tivee. 


ou North - Country Gallants that {ive pleaſant Lives, 

let not Curioſity drive ye, X e 

To leave the freſh Air, and your own Tenant's Wives, 

for Satain will ſadly deceive you:  __ 

For my part I will no more be ſuch a Meacock, 

Lo deal with the plumes of a Hide-Park Peacock, 

ut find out a Ruſſet- coat Wench and a Hay- cock, 
And there I will ride Tan-tivee, _ Ie. 
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that ſilly poor Swains in Love ſhould be, 
For Love lies hid in Rags all torn, | — & 
as well as in Silks and Brayeryz 
For the Beggar he loves his Laſs as dear, 


as he that hath thouſands, thouſands, thouſands, . 
He that hath Thouſand Pounds a Lear. Sh 
ö State and Title are pitiful things, 
1 a lower State more happy doth prove, 1M 
| Lords and Ladies, Princes and Kings, 3 
| with the Beggar hath equal Joys in Love z 
| And my pretty brown Cloris upon the Hy, 8 
hath always as killing, killing, killing, 5 i 
| Hath always as killing Charmes as — e 
| A Lord will purchaſe a Maiden-head, 27 
| | which perhaps hath been loſt ſome years belle 


. oalltent with Love to lye, and live Poor; 


"i 
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| A Beggar will pawn his Cloak and his Trade, I | 
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out eager Bmbraces in Coal-ſheds  * | 


are always more pleaſing, pleaſing, pleaſing, 
Than theirs that are dull in downy Beds. | N 


Our Cloris is free from Patches and Paint, 
CompleQion and Features ſweetly agree, 
perfections which Ladies often do want, 5 
is always intail'd on our Pedigree zn 5 
weer Cloris in her own careleſs Hair, M093 . 
is always more taking, taking, taking, 15 
Than Ladies that Towers and Pendants do wear. 
A Dutcheſs may fail, created for Sport, 
by uſing of Art, and changing of Things, 
Tho? ſhe were the Idol and Goddeſs o'th' Court, 
the Joys and the Pleaſure of Don, Prince, or Kings; 
Yet Cloris in her old Ruſſet. G FE NE 
ſhe's ſound, ſhe's ſound, ſhe's ſound, 
And free from the Plague and Pox of the Town. 


A Beggar's as boon and as brisk in the dark, 
as ſhe that is painted red and white, 
And pleaſes her Mate, tho' not ſuch a Spark 8 
as lies by the fide of a Lord or Knightz OY 
And Cloris hath Beauty to Content, fo 
ſo long as ſhe's wholſom, wholſom, wholſom, - | 
She pleaſes us, we don't repent, RT 


What tho all the day ſhe's attir'd in Rags, 
| Yet oncea Week ſhe changes her Smockz - 
And ſhe that has Gold and Silver in Bags, 
She can do no more than match a good Cock ; 
She's willing and ready to ſhow her Art, 
And ſtill with her Kiſſes, Kifſes, Kiſſes, 
She 'I conquer the Senſes and the Heart. 
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All the night long we do hug and embrace, 
the greateft and rich can do no more, 
And when to the Swain ſhe joins her Face, 


- 


He thinketh what Joys there's for him in ſtore. 


Zy the tafle of the Bliſſes, ſo happy's he, 


- hecrys there's no Beggar, Beggar, Beggar, 5 1 | 


. Could ſo bleft or ſo fortunate he,” 


The touch of her hand encreaſes his Flame, 
Who conquer'd by Charms, a Captive doth lie. 
And when he but thinks of his true Love's Name, 
he vows for her ſake he could freely die; 
Then ſhe revives him again with a Kiſs, — 
he cries you undo me, undo me, undo me; 
Had ever poor Soul fuch Pleaſures as this? 


Then Gallants, neer envy the Poor's Delight, 


'tis pleaſure to Love, and a plague to be Free: 


Tho ſome for our Poverty do us (light, 


there's none alive more happy than we, 


We well are content with what we _— 
and once in a twelvemonth, twelvemonth, twelyemonth 
We are bleaft with a Girl, or a By. 2 


Content isa thing we ſtrive to poſſeſs, i 
And better it is than a golden Mine, 


_ Since-us with the ſame the Heavens do blefs, 


what cauſe have we for to repine ; 
No, we've enough our Hearts to ſuffice, 
And he that doth murmour, murmour, murmour, 


Will never be happy nor wile, _ 
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Joan to the NA 1-PO LE. | 
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Jan to the May-Pole away let's run, 
The time is ſwift, and will be gone: 
Ih re go the Laſſes away to the Green, 
Where their Beauties may be ſcen; 
Nan, Noll, Kate and Moll, 
Brave Laſſes have Lads to attend em, 
HFHuodge, Nick, Tom, Dick, + 
Brave Dancers, who can amend em? 


Did you not ſee the Lord of the May, 

Walk along in his rich Array ? 8 
There goes the Laſs that is only his, 
dee how they meet, and how hey Kiſs ! 
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Come Vi, run Gill, 
Or do'ft thou lift to loſe they Labour? 
Kit Crowd, ſcrape aloud, 
Tickle her Tom, with a Pipe and a Tabor. 


Lately I went toa Mask at Court, 25 
Where I fee Dances of ev'ry ſort 
There they did Dance with Time and Mearſure, 
But none like Country Dance for Pleaſure ; 
There they did Dance juſt as in France, 
Not like the Fxgliſp lofty manner, : 
And every ſhe muſt furniſhed be 
With a feather'd knack, when ſhe ſweets, for to fan her. 


But we, when we Dance, 2nd do happen to ſweat, 
Have a Napkin in hand for to wipe off the wet, 
And we with our Doxies do jig it about, 
Not like the Court, which often are out: 
If the Tabor do ploy, we thump it away, 
And turn, and meet our Laſſes to Ki's *emz 
Nay, they will be as ready as ue, 
That hardly at any time can miſs 'em. 


Yonder comes Dolly over the Down, 

And Roger he gives her 2 fair Green- Gn, 
See how he Hands her up again, 

And how they trip along ama n ; 

They pals o'er the Graſs, 

And at every Stile they are Billing, 

Une gives, ſhe receives, 

Being Youthful, Ready, and Willing, 


There is not any that ſhall out- vy 
My little pritty Joan and | 
Hor I'm ſure I can Dance as well, 
As Robbin, Fenny, Tom and Nell: 


Laſt 
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-- - =Lat Yau: we were here, 

When ruff Ralph he play'd us a Boree, 
And we merrily 

Thump'd it about, and Ein d the Glory. 


Come, ſweet Form, let us call a new Dance, 
That we before em may advance, 
Let it be what you deſire and crave, 

And ſure the ſame ſweet Joan ſhall nave: : 
She cry'd, and reply'd, 

If to pleaſe me thou wilt endeavour, 
Sweet Pig, the Wedding - Jig, 

T hen my Dear, I'll love the oe ever. 


Sure I will grant thee thy requeſt, 

And learn thee that amonſt the reſt; 

For cet it be long, we'll Married be. 

And then my pretty Joan ſhall ſee 
Fine Toys, ſweet Joys, 

And ſoft Kiſſes too, our. of Meaſure, 
Sweet Charms in my Arms, 

This will be a Fountain of Pleaſure. 


And if we hold on as we begin, 

Joan, thee and I the Garland ſhall wing 

Nay, if thou live till another day, 

I'll make-thee Lady of the May. 
Dance about, in and out, 

Turn and Kiſs, and then for Greeting ; 
Now Joan we have done, 

Fare thee well till next merry Meeting, 
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The Wiltſhire WEDDING. 


755 ö may - | | : 
EEE 


55 — 


AH in a miſty Morning, 
. Cloudy was the Weather, 

meeting with an old Man, 

was cloathed all in Leather, 
With ne'er a Shirt unto his Back, 

but Wool unto his Skin; | 

ub how do you do? and bow do you do ? 

and how do you do agen? 


The Ruſtick was a Threſher, 
and on his way he hy'd, 

And with a Leather Bottle 
fait buckl'd by his lide : : 


And 
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And with a Cap of Woollen, 
which cover'd Cheek and Chin, 
With how, &c. 


7 went a little further, 
and there I met a Maid, 
Was going then a Milking, 
a Milking Sir, ſhe ſaid : 
Then I began to Compliment, 
and ſhe began to Sing; 


This Maid her name was Dolly, 
 cloath'd in a Gown of Gray, 
I being ſome what Jolly, | 
perſwaded her to ftay; 
Then ſtrait I fell to Courting her, 
in hopes her Love to win, = 
' With bow do you do ? and bow do you do? 
and bow do you agen, | . 
Then having time and leiſure, 
I ſpent a vacant hour, 
Telling of all my Treaſure, | 
W hilft fitting in the Bower: " 
With many. kind Embraces, | 


1 ftroak'd her double Chin: 
With bow, &c. 


I told her I would Marry, 
and ſhe ſhould be my Bride, 

And long we ſhould not tarry, 
with twenty things beſide : - 5 
Tu Plow and Sow, and Reap and Mow; 

| while thou ſhalt ſit and Spin; 


N23 Dia 
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Did you not know my Father. [77s 7 
the Damſel then reply'd, ö | = 
His Jerkin was of Leather, E 
2 Bottle by his fide: 7 & 

Yes, I did meet him trudging, 5 5 J 


as faſt as he could win, 
With bow, &c. | 


Kind Sir, I have a Mother, 
beſides a Father, till, 
Thoſe Friends above all other, 
you muſt ask their good will © 
For if I be Undutiful 
to them, it is a Sin; 
VMiib bow, &c. 


Now there we. left the Milk-Pall, 
and to her Mother went, 
And when I was come thither, 
I asked her Conſent, 
And doft my Hat, and made a Legs 
for why ſhe was within ES. 
With bow, &c. 


My Husband is a Threſher, 
bo is her Father dear, 
He'll give with her his Bleſſing, 
| Find Sir, you need not fear: 
E: He is of ſuch good Nature, 
| : That he would never lin, 
With bow, &c. 


For by your Courteous Carriage, 
you ſeem an honeſt Man, | 
You may have her in Marriage, 
my Husband he anon 
Will bid you very welcome, 
the' he be poor and thin, 8 3 
With bow, &c. e 5 Ile 
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' Her Dad came home full weary, 
alas! he could not chuſe; : 
Her Mother being Merry. 
She told him all the News: 
Then he was mighty Jovial too, 
his Son did ſoon begin, 
With bow, &. 


Her Parents being willing, 
all Parties was agreed; 
Her Portion thirty Shillings, 
they Marry'd were wit): ſpeed: 
Then Will the Piper he did play, 
while others Dance and Sing; 
With don, &. | 


In pleaſant Recreation, 0 
* they paſs'd away the Night, . 
And likewiſe by relation, | 
nuiuith her he takes delight 
To walk abroad on Holy-days, 
to viſit Kiff and Kin; 
With how, &c, 


Then luſty Ra pb and Robin, 
with many Damſels gay, 
Did ride on Roan and Dobbin, 
to Celebrate the day: 
When being met together, 
their Caps they off did fling, 
With bow do you do, and bow do you do, 
and how do you do agen? 
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Poor ANTHOMNT. 


A As ever a Man ſo vex'd with a Tru, 
As I poor Anthony, ſince I was Wed, 

tor I never get my Belly full, 

But e er I have ſupp'd, I muſt haſten to Bed; 
Elſe ſhe'd hegin to Scold and to Brawl, 
And to call me Puppy, and Cuckold, and all 4 
Yet ſhe with her Cronies muſt troul it about, 
Whilft in my Kennel man nore it out, 
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1 once did go to drink with a Friend, 
But ſhe in a trice did fetch me away, 
| We both but Two-pence a piece did ſpend, 
Yet proved to me Execution. day. f 
For ſhe flew in my Face, and call'd me Fool, 
And comb'd my head with a three-legged Stool; 
Nay, ſhe furniſh'd my Face with ſo many Scratches, 
That for a whole Month twas cover d with Patches. 


What ever Money I get in a day, x "a f 
To keep her in quiet, I give her at Night * 
Or elſe ſhe'll licenſe her Tongue to play, 1 
For two or three Hours, juſt like a Sprite. j 
Then to the Cubboard Peelgarlick muſt hie, 4: 
lo fee for ſome Cruſts that long have lain dry, i 
So ſteep em in Skim-milk until they are wet, ö 

And commonly this is the Supper I get. Tk 


And oncea Month, for faſhion's fake, | | 
She gives me leave to come to her Bed; ; '\ 
But moft of that time I muftlie awake, 
| Left ſhe in her Fits ſhould knock me o'th' head 
But as for the Bed I lie on my (elf, 5 
| _ You'd think tcwere as ſoft as an Oaken Shelf; 
For the Tick it is made of Hempen Hurds, 
And yet for all this, 1 muſt give her good words, 


We commonly both do piſs ina Pan, 
But the Cullendar once was ſet in the place; 
She thea did take it up in her hand; 
And flounc'd it out on my Stomach and Face. 
J told her then ſhe went befide, 
But ſhe call'd me Rogue, and told me 1 ly'd, 
And ſwore it was not up to her Thumb, 
And then threw the Pan i'th' middle o'h' Room. 
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5 Then à Maid that was my Sweet-heart before,” 


Then ble 
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Did come to the Houſe to borrow a Pail; 


I Kiss d her but once, and I thought on't no more, 


But ſhe flew in her Face Tooth and Nail. 

But the Wench ftood to her and claw'd her about, 
That for a whole Fort. night ſhe never ſtir d out; 
For her Face was ſo ſwell'd, and her Eyes were ſo ſore, 

That 1 never ſaw Jade ſo mangl'd before. 


Ihe then did bid me drop! in her Eyes, | 


A ſoveraign Water ſent her that day; 
But I had a Liquor I more did prize, 
Made of Henbane and Mercury, ſteeped in Whey 


J dropt in, and nointed her Face, 


Which brought her into a moſt deviliſh caſe; 3 
For She tore and ranted, and well ſhe might, 


For after that, time, ſhe never had Sight, 


1 then did get her a Dog and a Bell, 


To lead her about from Place to place; 


And now tis Zusband.] bope ye are well; 


Before 1 Cuckold and Rogue to my Face, 
be that Henbane and Mercury ſtrong, 

That made ſuch a chance in my Wife's Tongue; 

You ſee 'tis a Med'cine certain and ſure, 

For the cure of a Scold, but lll ſay. no more. 


Ce 
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Ihe Cap th 


| And tl Hat WHhet 
The phyſick Cap, tue | 
Ani that which Crown. the Mues line 
The Cap that fools do Countnances 
The 'goodiy Cap of Majnteuance, 
For any Gap. &. 


EEE: 


F ies Wit hath long b-ho!ding been 
Uato the Cap to keep it in, 
But now the wits ly but amain 
'n pralle o quit the Cap ogain; 
1 e the hi: Sheſt part 
Obtains che age by due deſert : 
For 4 
Ts {tal il 1Þ- fig of- /ome , 


The Monmouth Cap, the Say! Cs thumb, 
10 th. tri iefimnen come, | 
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e're it be, | - * 


Cap 5 
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The ſickly Cap both plain and wrought, - 
The Fuddling Cap how ever bought, 
The Woolfted, Furr'd, the Velvet, Sattin, 


For which ſo many pates learn Latin; 


The Cruel Cap; the Fuſtian Pate, 
The Perewig a Cap of Late: 
For ary Cap, &c. 7's 


* 


The Souldiers that the Monmouth were, 
On Caſtles-tops their Enſigus rear; 
The Sea-man with his Thrumb doth Hand: 5 
On higher parts than all the land. 
The Tradeſmans Cap aloft is born, 
By vantage of a ſtately horn, 
For any Cap, &c. 8 


The Phyſick Cap to duſt can bring 
Without controul the greateſt King, 
The Lawyers Cap hath Heavenly might 

Io make a crooked action ſtraight; 

And if you'll line him in the fiſt, 

The Cauſe he'll warrant as he liſt, 

For any Cap, &c. „„ 


Both Eaft and Weſt, and North and South, 
Where cer the Goſpel hath a mouth, 
The Cap Divine doth thither look 
Lis Square like Scholars and their Books: 
The reft are Round, but this is Square, 
To ſhe their Wits more ftable are : 
For any Cap, &c, © | 


The Jeſter he a-Cap doth were, 
Which makes him fellow for a Peer, 
And 'tis no ſlender piece-of Wit 
Io act the Fool, where great Mea fits 
But O, the Cap of London Town, | 
-I wis, *tis like a goodly Crown. 
For an Cap, NG _ 5 
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The Sickly Cap though wrought with ſilk, 
Is like repentance, white as mike: 

When Caps drop off at health apace, 
The Cap doth then your head uncaſe. 

The ſick mans Cap ( if wrought) can tell 
Though he be ſick, his Cap is well. 

For any Cap, &c. _ | 


The Fudling Cap by Bacchus's might, 
Turn's night to day, and day to night ; 
We know it makes proud heads to bend, = 
The Lowly feet for to Aſcend 3; 1 
It makes men richer than before, ; i 
By ſeeing doubly all their ſcore, 1 
For any Cap, &c. | | — 


The Furr'd and Quilted Cap of age 
Can make a mouldy proverb ſage, - 
The Satin and the Velvet hive 
Into a Biſhoprick may thrive; _- 
The Triple Cap may- raiſe ſome hope, 
If fortune ſerve, to be a Pope, 
For any Cap, &c. 


The Periwig, O, this declares ED 
The rife of fleſh, though fall of hairs. . 

And none but Granſiers can proceed 
So far in ſin, till they this need, 
Before the King who covered are, 
And only to themſelves ſtand bare, 

For any Cap, what e're it be, 

is ſtill the ſen of ſome degree. 
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The Ballad of the BE ARD. 
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lle Beard thick or thin on the Lip or Chin, 
Doth dwell ſv near the Tongue, 
That her fileace in the Beards defence 
May do her Neighbour wrong. 


Now a Beard is a thing that Commands in a King, 
Be his Scepters ne'er fo fair: 

Where the Beard bears the {way the people obey, 
And are ſubject to a hair. 


'Tis a Princely fight, and a grave delight, - 
That adorns both young and old z _ 

A well thatcht face is a comely grace, 
And a ſhalter from the Cold. 


When the piercing North comes bluſtering fortn 
Let a barren face beware; 

For a trick it will find, with a Razor of wind, 
To ſhave the face that $ bare, 


But there's many a nice and ſtrange device 
That doth the Beard diſgrace, But 
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But he that is in ſuch a faaliſh fia 
152 traitor to his face. A x | 


Now of the Beards there he ſuch a company, 
And faſhions ſuch a throng, 7255 

That it is very hard to handle a Beard; 
Though it * nel er ſo long. 


The Roman 1. in its dravery, 
Doth firſt it ſelf diſcloſe, 

But ſo high it turns, that oft it burns 
With the flames of a Torrid Noſe 1 


The Stilletto Beard, oh! it makes me afeard, 

It is ſo ſharp beneath, 

For he that doth place a Dagger i in's Face, = 
What wear 8 he 1 in his Sheath ? 9 ng 14 


The Needle Beard to amend, | 3 1 
Which without any wrong, I may call too long, | 
For ſ a man can ſee no end. 


But me thinks 1 do Itch to g0 ns ſtitch i | 


The Souldiers Beard, goth march in ſhear d; [1 
In figure like a Spade,. 1 
With which he'll make his enemies quake, 1 
And think their graves ate made. 


The grim Stubble cke on the Judges cheek 
= Shall not my verſe deſpiſe; | 
It is more fit for a Nutmeg, but yet, 

It grates poor Priſoners eyes, 


What doth inveſt a Biſhops breaft 
But a Milk-white ſpreading hair? 
Which an Emblem may be of Integrity, 
Which doch inhabit there. | 


8 F. 70 Pa nc, 


Fw I have alſo ſeen on a Womans Chin 


| But alaſs the Face, it is too cold a place | 


But oh ! let us tarry for the Beard of King Buy, 


— 


A hair or two to grow. 8 


Then look for a Beard below. 


That grows about the Chin, 


With his buſhy pride, and a grove on each ſide, 


And a Champion ground between. 


Laſt the Clown doth out ruſh, with his peard like A buſh 


Which may be well endur'd ; 


For. though his face be in Cach a caſe, 


His Land is well manur'd. - 
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The Tunbridge Dodos. 
To the June of ä | 


Ou Maidens and Wrves, 

And young Widows rejoyce, 
Declare your thanksgiving, | 
With Heart and with Voice; 5 
Since Waters were Waters 

I dare boldly ſay 
There ne'er was ſuch cauſe 
Of a Thanksgiving day. 


= For from Tondon- own 


There's lately conte down, 
Four Able Phyſicians 

That never wore Gown: 
"Their Phyſick is Pleaſant, 

Their Doſe it is large, 
And you may be Curd 
Without Danger or Charge. 


I 
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| No Bolus nor Vomit, 
No Petion nor Pil, 
Which ſometimes do Cure, 
But ofteger do Kill, 
Your Taſt nor your Stomach 
Need ever diſpleaſe, 
If you'll be adviſed 
But by one ot theſe.- 


For it hey ve a new Drug 
Which is call'd be cloſe Hug, 
Which will mend your Complexion, 
And make you look ſraug g 
A Sover n Balſom 
Which once dell apply'd, 
Though griev'd at the Heart 
The Fatient ne'er Dy'd, 


In the Morning you need not 
Be rohb'd of your refit, 
For in your warm Beds 
Your Phyſick works beft ; 
And though in the taking 
Some ſtirring's requir'd, 
The motion's ſo pleafant 
Lou cannot be tir'd. 


For on your Backs you muft lie,. 
With your Body rais'd hie, 
And one of theſe Doctors 
Muft always be by, 
Who ftill will be ready 
To cover you warm, 
For it you take cold 
_ All Phyfick doth harm. 
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Before they do venture 
To give their direction, 
They always conſider 
Their Patients complection;. 
If ſhe have.a moiſt Palm 
Or a Red Head of Hair, / 
She requires more Phy ſick - 
Iban one man can ſpare, 


If ſhe have a long Noſe, Wk 
Ihe Doctor ſcarce knows | 
How many good ng og 
Muſt go to her Doſe 
You Ladies that have 
Brunch ill ſymptoms as theſe 3. 
In reaſon and conſcience 
Should pay double . 


But that we may give I 
To theſe Doctors due praiſe : 
Who to al! ſorts of people 
Their favours conveys z. 
On the vely for pitty ſake 
Skill ſhall be ſhown, 
And as for the handfom, _ _— 
They're Cur'd for their own. 


On the Silver or Gold 
They never hy hold; 

For what comes lo freely 
They icorn ſhould be ſold: 
Then joyr. with the Doctors, 
Aud heartily ; 
Their power of Healing 
May never decay, 
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The Farmers Daugbter. 
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Old and raw the North did blow, 
A Bleak in the Morning early, 1 
All the Trees were hid in Snow, Ez ij | 
Dagl'd by Winter yearly; 
When come riding over a Cnough, 

I met with a Farmer's Daughter, 

Roſie Cheeks and bonny Brow, ; 
Good faith made my Mouth to water. 


Down I veil'd my Bonnet low, 
Meaning to ſhew my breeding, 
HShe return'd a graceful bow, 

Her Viſage far exceeding : 
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I ask'd her where ſhe went ſo ſoon, | 

And long'd to begin a Parly, _ 
| She told me to the next Market. Town 

| | hs Pur pole to ſell her Barley. 


In this purſe; freet Soul, laid I, 
Twenty pounds lic fairly, 

Seek no farther one buy, So 
For TI'ſe take all thy Barley: 
If Twenty more ſhall buy Delight 

Thy Perſon I love ſo dearly - 

If thou wilt lig with me all Night, 

| And £0 in the Morning early. 


If twenty pound could buy the Globe, | 
i Quoth ſhe 05 I'd not do, Sir, 
1 Or were my Kin as poor as Fob, 
-_ - 1 wou'd notraiſe'em ſo, Sir, | 

For ſhould I be to Night your friend; 
0 We'ſt get a young Kid together, 
i And you'd be gone e're the nine Months end, 
. : And where ſhould I find a Father . 


I told her I had wedded been 
Fourteen years and longer, 
Or elſe I'd chooſe her tor my Queen,. 
And tie the Knot much ſtronger; 
bdhe bid me then no farther rome, 
But manage my Wedlock fairly, 
And keep my Money for Spouſe at home, 
Tor another ſhould have her Barley, - 


The 


W Hat tho' I am a Country Laſs, 

\ A lofty mind I bear 43 

1 think my ſelf as good as thoſe, 
That Gay Apparel were 4; 


What tho' my Coat be Home-ſpun Gray, | 


My Skin it is as ſoft , 
As thoſe that in their Cypreſs Veles, 
Do carry their Heads aloft 4. 


What tho' T keep my Father's Sheep, 
'Tis a thing that muſt be done a, 
A Garland of the Choiceft Flow'rs, 
Shall ſhade me from the Sun a, 
And where I ſee the Feeding bee, 
When Graſs and Flowers ſpring a, 
Hard by a Chryftal fountain ſtream, 
_ I fit me down and Sing 4. 


My Leather Bottle ſtuff d with Sage, 
My drink it is but thin a, 
No Wine hath taught my brains to rige, 
Nor tempt my Blood to ſin a, 
My Country Curds, my Wooden Spoon, 
My thinks are very Fine 4, | 
And on ſome Flow'ry Bank at Noon, 
1 fit me down and Dine 4. 


What tho' my Portion will allow, 
No Bags of ſhining Gold 2, 

As Farmers Daughters now adays, 
Like Swine are bought and Sold a, 


d 


Ill keep my Naked Body ſound, 
And an Honeft Soul within 4, 
and for a Hundred Thouſand Pounds 
1 value it not a Pin 4. 


Till to Purge Melancholy. - 
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(! I have no Femels ieh 
1 * Nor Fems to deck my Neck az yy ar 
1 Nor Glittering Rings with Stones I ware, _—_ == 
V4 My Fingers for to Deck 4: 2 | M 
1 But for that Man when e'er it chance, * 
1 That 1 ſhall Grace to Wed 3 10 
1 Tl keep a Jewel worth them all, . 
1 mean my Maiden-Head 4. u. 


1 2 
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Lad o'th Town thus made his moan 
One Winter Mcrning n 

Alas, that I maft lie alonc, 
Aud Moggeys Bed ſo near me: 
All Night I toſs, I turn and ſigh, 

Nor ever can I cloſe in Hye, 
For thiukiag tha: I's mh, | . 

The Lals 1 Loe tv or She's 
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She's all Delight from foot to com, 
And juft Eightceh her Age is, 

And that ſhe ſtill muſt lie alone, 
My Heart and Soul inrages; 

14 give the World I might put on 
Each Morn her Stocking or Shoon, 
| If I were but her Serving Loon 
d never ask for Wages. 


If Mogg ” would but be my Bride <1] 
I'd take no Parents warning; e 4 
Nor value all the World beſide, pe Be Op 
Nor any Laſſes ſcorning : 
My Love is grown to ſuch a height, . | 2 
] prize ſo much my own delight, | | 
I care not, had I her one Night | 
IFJ were hang'd 1'th' Norning. 


I Ballad on New BEDLAM. | yh 
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ws is 2 Strufture fair, 
Royally raiſed, 
The pious Founders are 
Much to be praiſed, 
That in ſuch times of need, 
When Madneſs doth exceed. 
To build this Houſe of Bread, 
Noble Now-Bedlam. Ih 


Tis beautiful and large 
In conſtitution, 
Deſerves a Liberal Charge 
Of contribution. 

If I may reach ſo high, 
To ſing a Prophecy, 
Their Names ſhall never die 
That built New. Bedlam. 


| Methinks the Lawyers may 
Conſult together, 
And Contribute, for they 
- Send moft Men thither, 
They put em to much pain, | : 
With Words that cramp the Brain, ; 
Till Bedlam's fill with Plain- 19 
tiff and Defendant. 


Quacking Phyſicians ſhou'd 
Give Money freely, 
They maculate Mens blood, 
And make them filly, 
With 3 . 
Their Reaſons and their Wills 
They ruine, and this fills SY 
_ Moſt part of Bedlam, & 
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So good a Work as this 
N "Cannot want Actors, 

But 1'll no more inſiſt 
On Benefaftors, © 
But hint ſuch as I ſee 
Hy pochondriack be, 

And are in ſome degree 
Fit for New. MEER: | 


That Amorous Soul that i is 
In Love a Quaker, 
And doth adore a Miſs _ 
More than his Maker, 
Decks her in Silk and Furr, 
Then turns Idolater, 
Kneels down and Worſhips her, 
He s fit for Bedlem. 2 


The young Man that nas got 
A golden Talent; as 
And hath a brain dick Plot 
To ſeem a Gallant ;: 5 
That richly is array d, 
Spends Land, and Shop, and Trade, 
To be a Hector made; 
Is fit for Bedlem, 85 


The City- Lad that ſings, 
Rhimes, Drolls and Dances, 
And all his buſineſs ings 
A way for Fancics; 
He that let's his Angels fly, 


Tin he's not worth one Penny, 
To ſtudy Poetry, 


18 fit for Bedlem. 
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Whilſt 3 with Brandy wich 
Their Guts with drinking, 
Philoſophers do turn 
Their Heads with thinking 3 
He who is ſuch a one, 
As: ſtudies for the Stone, | "OR 
Tillt's Brains and his Money 8 gone, | | 
\ Prepares for Bedla m . | 


That Churl who Gold hath won, | 8 
And dares not uſe it; „ 

But hath a ſquandring Son FFC Pa 

1 Doth game and loſe it: 

His Brain doth greatly err, 

08 He that with Water clear 
Would fill a Colander 
Muft do't in Bedlam, 


_—*7 . + Þ 4&4 _ 


FA gg IST 0 


He that with an Eſtate | d 7 

Weds a Poor Beauty, hs 2 
Who to Diſdain and Hate, 
Turns Love and Duty; 


It doth his Leaſon daunt | 

He has a Bargain ont, M 
Worſe than the Elephant, 
And's fit for Bedlam. | | ES oh , 


IL. could tell many more, 


(I have enced em 
Should I declare my ſtore, „ eng 
As I have told 'emy | 


With Morter, Brick and Stone, 
Could they their Building run 
From thence to Iſlington, EF : 

Twould never hold em. 


8 


Av 
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WP Fifiy five, may I never Thrive, 8 +. 


— — 


*R | 


If 1 tell you any more than is true, 5 . F f 
To London che came, hearing of the Fame U | 
Of a Fair they call Brtholomew, 5 | | 

I Houſes of Boards men walk upon Cords, Pont 


As eaſie as Squirrils crack Filberds, | 
But the Cut - pui ſes they do bite and rub away, 7 | 
But thoſe we dure to be IIl- Birds. 


For a Penny you may zee a fine Puppet · play, 
And for Two pence a rare pice of Art, 
And a Penny a Can, I dare ſwear a Man 
May put zix of em into a Quart. 


There Zights are} rich, is able to bewitch 
The Heart of a very fine Man a; 


Here's Patient Grizil here, and Fair Roſamond there, 
and the Hiſtory of Suſamy 
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At Pey- corner end. mark well my good. Friend, 

Tis a very fine dirty place, (knows 

Where there's more Arrows and Bows, the Lord above 
Then was handl'd at Chivy- -Cbaſe, 


QRlll 


At every door lies a Hag or a W hore, 
And in Hoſier-Lane if I *an't miflaken, 3 
Zuch plenty there are of Whores, you 11 have a pair 
Io a zingle Gamon. of Bacon. 
| | -__ "($tars, 
Then at Smithfield- Bars, bee the Grizad and the 
There's a place they call Shoomaker- Row, 
Where that you may buy Shooes every day, 


Or go bare-foot all the Year I tro, 8 

17. B 

IC ⏑ ONE. . 
REESE SES 

TH 1 — B. 


— — * 
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Here were two Bumpkins lov'd a Lafs, 
And ſtriving who ſhould have her, 
She preſum'd of what ſhe had, 5 
And they of what they gave her: 
Hey bo, hey bo, my heart's delight, 
Carrouſe away all Sorrow, 
Let me tickle thy Wench twice to vipht, 10 NI, 
She ſhould be thine to Murrow, 


But we were both of one Conſent, 111 
And ſomethikg hath, ſome ſavour, 8 
And let a poor Man be content | 7 
With half a Wenches Favour, [1 
Hey bo, a | | 414 


But this is ftill agaiuſt all Senſe, 
Which evermore hath vex'd us, 
That ev'ry Lobcock hath his Wench, 


And we but one betwixt us, . 

: Hey bo, &c. : | 
_ I Good Brother, let us not diſmay, <2 
- What hap ſo &er betide us, IL 
For fear a Third ſhould come this way, | | 


And pull our Wench beſide us. 
2 ey bo, &c. 55 | 1 


I 3 


I "Pill to Dong Helanchoh. 


For Women the. are Winning things, 
As mutable as may be; 

_ No Bird that ever flew with Wings, 

1 So ſubtle is as they be. 

1 Hey . — 


No matter who ſhall pledge her firſt, | 
1 Affections are but blindneſs, _ 
And let the World ſay what they lift, 
1 We'll take her double inden. 

| is 49 bo, &c. 


For he hath granted both our Sutes, 

When we came firſt unto herr, 

And he ſhall Ride in both our Boots, 

I hat comes the next to Woe ner, 
* bo, & c. F 


The ROUND-HE AD. 


By Mr. Butles, the Author of Hulibroff 
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* 


Hat Creature's that with his ſhort Hairs, . 
Zis little Band, and huge long Ears, 


T' bat this New Faith hath founded? 


The Saint: themſelves were never ſuch, 
| The Prelates ne er rul'd half ſo much, 
8 e 4 Rogue's a hounk bed, 


What's he that at h the Biſhops hate, 
And counts their Calling Reprobate, _ 

__ Caule by the Pope Propounded, 
And thinks a 2ealous Cobler better, 

Than learned Uſher in every Letter. 


0 þ Neb | 4 Rte 4 Round: bead. 


What's he that doth High-Treaſon Gay, 

As often as bis Yea and Nay. 
And wiſh the king Conlounded, 
And 8 a le that Mr. Pim 
Is fitter for the Crown than him, 

0 fach, 4 Regus SA Round bead, 


What's he, that if he chance to hear 4 

A little piece of Common- Prayer, 

Doth think his Conſcience wounded, 
will go five Miles to Preach and Pray, 

And meet er * h ny 

* 4 Rogue 54 Rownd- bead. 


4 4. | . | What's | 


= SES 
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What's he that met a Holy Siſter, 
And in a Hay. cock * Kiſs'd her; 


O then his Zeal abounded | 
li  *Twas underneath a ſhady Willow, [ 
28 A Bible ſerv'd her for a Pillow, © | 
1 And there be en 4 welle 
lint! 8 | f e . ] 


8 The Oxford EXPEDITION. 
| bs | Tune of, Which No body can * | 
[i | A Late Expedition to Oxford was made 

Wl! By a Proteſtant P. and his Brother's o'th? Blade, 


* WV no from Glouceſter in Triumph his Lordſhip convey 4, 
1 Which No body can deny, deny z which no boch can dey. 


4 Equipp'd in their ſturdy gray Coats and high Shooes, 
148 You'd have (worn not the oo, but all Hell was broke 


| | Had you ſeen all his Myrmidons when they came to us, 2 
=_.- Which, VC, 8 oY, 9 _ (loole, 


In Rank and in File there rode many a Man; 4 

Some in the Rear March'd, and ſome in the Van, "DM 

'Tho' ſome had no Hats, yet tr had Head- Pieces on, | 
Which, &c. : 


_— 


. Some had two luſty Legs, but never a 1 Boot, 

1 | and on their Tits mounted, they ſtood ftoutly to't, 

ſ For the name of a Horſe, they'd as 25 gone a Foot- 
Wolch, RC, | 


Tho' Steel was not W yet Armed they come, 

With ftout Oaken, Plants, and with Crab-tree ſtrick ſome, 

To Cudgel the Pope and the Bold-pates of N 1 
Which, &c. For 


7 


For in this gay Troops among twenty, ſcarſe one 


Had Hoilfters or Piftols, Sword, Carbine or Gunz 
A fign they did mean no great Harm ſhould be done. 


Which, &c. 
Here many a Gallant T1 warrant you that, 1 78 
Had Ribbond of Oronge and Seaman's Crevat. 
The defects of their Arms, were made up in State. 
One's Horſe; wore a Halter among all the reſt, 
Nor had the dull Wight half the ſenſe of his Beaſt, 
And he of the two, deſerv'd the Rope beſt, 

Which, &c- 5 3 4 


Here M----r and G----0n there pamper'd Steeds prance, 
Fank B. Grace, next Fack Willis advance, | 


Who look'd fierce as Switzer, who Drub'd him in France, 


Which, &c, 


In this Cavalcade for the Grace of the Matter, 
Lord L—— rog firſt, and the reſt follow'd after, 
They gallop'd/up Town, and then down to Water, 

be. Co 3 | . 


The Mayor and his Brethren in courteous faſhion, 

Bid him welcome to Town in a fine pen'd Oration, 

And thank'd him for taking ſuch care of the Nation. 
S hens r PH 


His Honour next day in Courtſhip exceeding, 
Return'd a ſmart Speech, to ſhew em his Breeding, 
ich when tis 
Which, &c. (ing 
Having taking it thus, to ſecure the Town, 
Ihe Guards are all ſet, and the Bridges pulPd down, 
And tho little Courage, bis Conduit was ſhown, 
Which, &c, I 5 „den 
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in Print, *twill be well worth your reed - ; 


" — > <> - Tp: . * ” 
- + r 
0 


. Next Morning at Eight, his leis did cal, | 


- Among the Crowe, two fat Draymen appear, 


Ab! had the dear Joys but come in the Fg 


178 "Pile to „ Pig nurn. 


Next night an Alarm our Warriors ſurprize, © 


Drums beat, Trumpets found, and at Midnight all riſe, 


10 Bght the King's Army, | who came in i 
| NG, &c. Fa 


And ask'd if they'd got any Powder or Ball, ty 
But e Manfully anſwer'd, they had none e at all. 
bich, &c. 


To guard Mr. Enſign, a huge naſty Tarr, 


Who flouriſh'd a Blanket for Colours of war. x 
Which, Kc. | 


At foot of the Colours blith Crendon aid g0, „ 
Who play'd a new Tune, which you very well know, 


For his Bag.-pipes 1 nothing on EG Lero. 
ich, &c. | y 


I fancy they'd ſhow'd 'em a ſlippery Trick, 


For they'd March'd more . without his Muſick, | 
Which, &c. 


" Have England was England, no People &er ſcarce 

So plealantly Burleſq'd the angry God Mars, 

Or of Aﬀairs Warlike, e'er made ſuch a Farce. 
Mich no body can deny, deny; which no body av deny, 


1 d + - = * 
* L oY . . 
, 4a * " 
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Broad as I was walking upon a Summers day, 


There I met a Begger-woman cloathed all in Gray 
Her Cloaths they were ſo-torn, you might have ſeen her 


(Skin, 


che was the ſirſt that taught me to ſee the Golin, 
Ah, ſee the Golin my Fol ſee the, Golin, 


You Youngfters of Delight, pray take it not in Rn 
She came of Adam's Seed tho' ſhe was baſely born ; 


And tho' her Cloaths were torn, yet ſhe had a Milk-white 


She was the fiſt, &c. | (Skin: 
She had a pretty little Foot, ard a moiſt Hand, 
With which ſhe might compare to any Lady in the I. and ; 


Ruby Lips, Chorry- Fi and a dimpled Chin: 
She was the firſt, &e | 


When that Ay had wooed, and wad her twa my will, 
Ay could not then deviſe the way to keep her Baby fil 


She bid me be at quiet, for ſhe valued i it not a pin ; : 
the war ef & c. „„ 


The n 


. 


W Lo ae TI. 


* 


Bur to Dogs, dkl. 


And ever as the Lurden cry d, or made any din, 


» —————_ 


Then ſhe takes her Bearn up, * wraps it weel in Cloat 
And then ſhe takes a Golin and ftuck between her A 


A She ſhook her Foot, and cry'd my Fo, ſee the eln; TY 
lll | And ſee the he Colin, my TP Golin.. FEES 


TO TI NG HA M Foolick, 


10 the fore going Tune. 


A $1 came from Tottingham 
Upon a Market- da, 
Their I met with a Bonny Laſs 
Cloathed all in Gray, _ oY 
Her journey was to London, 
With Butter-milk and Whey. 
Jo come Down a down, © 
Jo come Down, down a "down „ 


Sweet- heart, quoth he, 

Vou're well overtook, 

With that ſhe caft her Head aſide, 
And lent to him a Look; 

"oh Then preſently theſe two 

Both Hands together ſhook. 

70 come, &c. 


And as they rode cogether, 
Along ſide by ſide, 
The Maiden it ſo chanced, 
Her Garter was unty'd 
For fear that ſhe ſhould joſe it, 
Look here, Sweet-heart, he cry'd, 
75 Tour Career is Down a down, &c. | 


” 1 { 


Good | 


Bill wR Pam Mech N. 
ct. ſhe,” 61 nowhat tn 
1 pray you take the pain T ot OWN 
To do ſo much for me, 0 0 N 


As to take it up again. 


117 


1 I 31; A 4 q . 1 
With a good will, quoth h- 


When I come to vonder Plain. ep 
will take you att &c. 2 | : 
And when they came unto the pace, 55 
Upon the Graſs. ſo green, 
The Maid ſhe held her Legs ſo wide, ; 
The Voung man flip'd * 
Such ty ing of a Garter, „ 
You have but feldom cen. 


— 


To come down, we: 1 5 19 
Then ſhe roſe u 


He took her by the Middle ſmall, 

And Kiſs'd her once again: 
Her Journey was to London, 

And he from Highgate came. 5 
Jo come down, &c. 


Thus Tibb of Tottin chem,” | | e 


She loſt her Maiden: bead, | 9 . 


But yet it is no matter, ER 
It ftood her in "wall ſtead, 
For it did often trouble her, 


As ſhe lay in her Bed. 
To come, &c. {= . 


But when all her © butter Bilk 
And her Whey was ſold, 
The lofs of her Maiden- head, 
It waxed very cold: | 
But that which will away, 
is very hard to hold. 
wa come, &c. 


again, e 25 e 
And thank d him for his pain: * 


* 
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You Maids, you Wives, and Widdows, 75 
That now do hear my Song, 


If any Youngman proffer Kindneſs, 
ſi Pray take it ſhort, or long; 


For there is no ſuch Comfort (C 
zs lying with a Man. 5 8 1 
* "es SS. | 1 

y 7 — * 

4 g, Gol Vie oi. Bad. by 

Som 

And 
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Nome Wives are Good, and Ca are Bad, | 

| (Reply) Metkints you touch tbem now. 1 
And ſome will make their Husbands mad, 

_ {Cho.) And ſo will my Wife too: \ Got 

1 And my Wife, and thy Wife, | 

And my Wife ſo will 40. | 1 

Some Women love to breed Diſcord, | | 

Metbinks, &c. e | T1 

And ſome will have the latter wen. 

(Cho.) And fo will my Wife #007 Hi 


And " Wife, &c. 
| Some 


8 \x: 
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Gome Women will Spin, and ſome will , 


Mietbink:, &c. 
and ſome will to the Tavern go, 
(Cho. ) And ſo will my Wife too: 
LN my, KX. 


* 


Some - Wong will ſay, they're e fick at t Heart, 
Aſetbinks, &c. 
and ſome will let a rouſing kart, 
Cho.) And ſo will my Wife too: 


And ny, &c. - 
Some Woman will Ban, and ſome will Curſe, 
Metbinks, &c. | 


And fbme will pick their Hosbande Purſe, 
Cho.) And ſo will my Wife too: 
N my, &c. 


tome Women will Brawl, and fome will Scold, 
Mletbinks, &c. | 
And ſome will make their Husband Cuckold, 
(Cho.) And fo will my Wi ife too: 
= And My, &c. 


Some Women will drink, 400 e will not, 
Methinks, &c, 
And ſome will take the other Pot, 
(Cho.) And ſo will my Wife t00 : 
7 At "or, 8 


Some women are ſick, and ſome are found, 
Methints, We 
And ſome will take it on the Ground, 
(Cho.) And ſo will my Wife too: . 
And my, &c. | 
Thus of my Song I'll make an end, 
Metbiuks, &cc. | 
Hoping all Women will amend, 
(Cho. And fo mil — * 100: 


And my, &c. PLS 
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I M to Purge Melanchoh.. 
A Song in the Praiſe of Chalk. 
By Mr. Pinis, 


| FE ==: pron wy” 
2 * 7 Hile the Citizens prate I 
Over Ale of the State, 


And talk of Bank-Bills and Exchequer, TT 
* Let us, who drink Wine, 
Now ſummon the ine, Tha 
In the praiſe of what pays for our Liquor, 
let 


Or 


Ane 


Ant 


— iks- 
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Let other Folks ſing 
Of a Lord, or a King, 
Or ſome Quality Fopling, Petition, 
Till Footman comes down 
With Thanks, or a Crown, 
And ſmiles at the Mortal $ S 


We the Lads at the hoſe, 
| A Patron have choſe, - 
Who's as void as the beftis of T hinkiog, 
And without Dedication, | 
Will affift in his Station, 
And maintain us in riet and Drinking. 


| Boys out with your Chalk, 
| nd let the Glaſs walk, 
Wer — * Sin not to be . 
While there's Pit of this Coin, 
We will ſwim all in Wine, 
And reel home to our Beds, with our Pate full, 


Tho Relation or Friend 
Will net give us or Lend, 
Wherewithal for to down with the Ready, 5 
Vet our good Landlord BJifs 
Makes acceptance of this 
And this Boys, muſt Cloath e, and Feed ye. 


with the White then in hand, 
Ihe Red let's command, 
And keep drinking and ſcoring brisk Claret, 
Lill the Bar run on Wheels, 
And Vill takes to his Heels, 
And ſulks home from the Wy to his Garret. 


— 
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Fill to Purge Melenchoh. I 
il vo Celis 8 Rundlet of Brandy, | 


The Words T1 f, Brown, _ 


— : 


Tit 


EE 


: Toa ie Celia's Arms 1 flew, | 
WG And there all Night I feafted, 
No God ſuch Tranſport ever knew, | 

Or Mortal ever taſted. 
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Loſt in the ſweet eee, oy, 

And bleſs'd beyond Expreſſing, 

How can your Slave, my Fair, ſaid I, 
Reward, ſo great a Bleſſing? 


The whole Creation's Wealth ſurvey, _ 

_ Ofer both the Indies wander, 

Aſk what brib'd Senates give away, 5 
And Fighting Monarchs ſquander. | 


The richeſt Spoils of Earth and Air, 
The rifled Ocean's Treaſure, 
Tis all too poor a Bribe by far, 

To purchaſe ſo much Pleaſure? 


She bluſhing cry'd, my Life, my Dear, - 

Since Celia thus yon Fancy, 

Give her, but "tis too much, I fear, 
A Rundlet of right Nantz ). 
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T Here was a Man, a Shentleman, TO 

And her was porn, where her was twell, 
In truth, her was a gajlant Man, Ro © 
As all her Country Folk can tell: , _ _ W 
Was a great deal of Houſe, was a great deal of Land, V 
Taffy, Taffy, Faffy © | e bw 
Was Hawk, was Hound at hur Command, 
Coufin Taffy, Taff. 
Hur Mother was porn of Noble Plood, 

And hur was come of a great pig Houſe, '\ 
And every day was wear French Hood, 4 


Was kill hur Capon, Pig, and Cooſe, 
And every day was make great Pye, Taff, Taffy: 
In truth it is true, I tell you no Lie, Couſin Taffp. 


And to the Poor hur did bequeath 
A great deal of Victuals every days 
| But there was one was call hur Death, 
| Was fetch this Shentleman away: Ny, 
Of Houſe, of Land hur was berefen, Taffy, Tay: 
| Now hur uas forc'e to twell in Heaven, Coufin Taff. 


a Md 


Behind hur hur was leaf a Sun, 
And hur was pear a gallant Mind, 
Was kill twey Spaniards with a Gun; 
i Hur was not of a Coward kind, 
At Killberny Camp, a great deal afore, Taffy, Taffy, 
O hur was there, and a Thouſand more, Couſin 14. . 


50. 
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— bat. was at Tellenton. | 
At Greenwiteb Park before hur Grace, 
Was ſhewhur ſelf a gallant Man, 
FR And not a Coward in the place : | 
Was a great deal of Horſe, v was a great deal of Foak, 
Ja, Taffy, 
Was a great deal of Gung w was S a a great deal of smoak, 
Couſin Taff . | 


But hur was meet Sith a great Miſchance, 
As hur was pals a gay Lady by, 
Sir Cupid prick hur with a Lancæ, 
Was ſteal behind hur Cowardly, - 
With a roafty, fouſty, douſty Dart, Taffy, Taffy, 


Was miſs hur Skin, was prick hur * * Taff. | 


But was not this a great Wit, 
As by hur Fortune does appear ? 
Sir Cupid prick hur with a Lance, 
Was almoſt Dead, was fery near: 
| Was bid Tom Sexton Toll the Bell, Taffy, Taffy, 
Shudge you if e us d bur well, Couſin Taffy. 


Wen a £0 to, was hold hur a Groat, 
Was petter a gone and kill hur Geeſe, 
Hur would not be in Cupid's Coat 
Not for a great deal of Toaſted-Cheeſe, 
For if ever Cupid come in Wales, Taffy, Tach, 
Hur ſhall ne'er £0 to make more Prauls, Couſin Taffy. 
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_ The FRYER ad the NUN. 
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Fu y merry News among the Crews | S 
That love to hear of Teſts ; | An 
The oldeſt Sport that e er was us 2d, 5 x 

Yet chiefly in requeſt, An 

If any one do carp at thee, - Mc 

Or do thee Bawdy call, . — 
Say thou do'ft write as they delight, | . 

of W. all, | Se Þ 

| There hath a Queſtion been of late, 77 

Among the Youthful fort,  *' _ A 


What Paſtime is the pleaſanteſt, 
11 what the ſweeteft Sport 9 


And 


Hl. to Parge — oh. 


and it hath been ad jndged 

As well by | az as ſmall, | 
That of all Paſtimes none is like 9 8 

To 0p -Fatls alt. . Os : 3 


Bachelors will to this Game, - ok "#0 . 
and Marry d Men likewiſe, 5 
Yea, Wives, yea Maids and Widows, = e 
Will uſe it all their Lives. | $0 J 
And old Men they will have a ſnatch, „„ 

Altho' they're Game's but ſmall, ; 
Yet theſe old Colts will have a Bout TIS 
At Up-tails all, | . ? 


If it wete Unlawful, N . 
then Lawyers were to blame, 5 
And if it were Ungodly, _ wy 
To Prieſts it were a ſhame; 
For they no doubt do uſe it, f 13 
Tho' it a Vice they call, ” | | 
Yet Priefts and —atacad both will play b 1 
At Vp-rails al | DS | 


It cannot be Unwholſom, 
Phyſicians do it uſe; 

And if that it were Noyſom, 
They would it then refuſe : | ; =— 

And if it hurt the Body, 2 


M pd — 2 — © #3 "AMS 
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Then ſure their Skill is ſmal,, | 14 
For why the beſt of theſe will I, 0 
At Vp-tails al. | 
12 
Ladies love the Paſs time, | ; : 


And do the Pleaſure crave, 
And if it were a baſe thing, 
"TY it they would not have: 2 


N 5 3 F 
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; But yet the lt Woman: ? 
| Will ſooneft for it cally | 

- There | is no ſhe but that will play . of 
het At Up- tails all. i 
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{fe hes 6 Colliy eee 
Then Beggers could not. buy it ! 
And if it were a loathſom. thing, 
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| Then Genteels would defy it: os Ss 
| 3 But it is a ſweet thing, and pleaſing unto al ; ON - 
3 There is not one ls that will play „ 7 
TS —_— tails all | . e 7 

Mad SO find out $6724 Bedlam, 1 
Y 
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Fo. find my Tom of Bedlam, Ten thouſaid 1 Years PH 
Travels 


Mad Maudlin goes with dirty Toes to fave her Shooes 
From Gravel, 


et will I fing Bomy Boys, bomy Mad Boys, Bedlem 


3 Boys are Boun 
4 : They ſtil g0 bare and live by ile Air, and want 50 BB 
NE Drink, nor Money, 
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1 now repent that ever poor Tom was 5 Dicdaind, 


My Wits are loft ſince him I croft, which makes me go 
thus Chained, 


Net will 1, &c, „ PS 


PI 


My Staff hath Murder'd Gyants, my Bag a long Kaife 


(carries, 
"I Cut Mince-pyes from Childrens Fong: „with which 
a 


© * the Faries. 
ve, Sc. 


My Horn f is made of Thunder, 1 Role it out of Heav'n, 


T he Rain-bow there is this 1 vere, for which I thence 
(was arly' n. 


5 Yet, &c. 


1 went to nuss Kitchen, 10 RP ſome Food one Morn- 
(ing, 

And there I got Souls giping hot, with which the Spits 
| {were turning. 


%, Ke. 


a 


Then took 1 upa Cauldron where boyrd Ten thouſand 


: { Harlots, 
Twas fall of Fans, yet I drank the ſame to the beaith 


| (o all, ſuch Varlets. 
Nie : 
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A ſpirit as hot as Lightning, did in that Journy guide 
RO ( me, (| 
The Sun did ſhake, and the pale Moon quake, as ſoon 


( as cer they ſpi'd me. 
det, &c. ; 4 


— 


And now that I have gotten a Leaſe, than Dooms-day 
(longer, 

'To live on Earth with ſome in Mirth, ten Whales ſhall 
f feed my Hunger, 


PIEMx 


Yet, &c. 


3 


No Giphe, Sut, or Doxy, ſhall win my Mad Tom from 


(me 
We' ll weep all hs. anda and with Stars fight, the Fray 


. will well become me, | 
get, c. | 1 


And when that I have beaten the Man Prov Moon to 

T (Powder, 
His Dog Vil take, and him I'll make as could no Damon 
|  flouder, 
| | Net, &c. | 


A Health to Tom of Bedlam, go fill the Seas in Barrels, 

I'll drink it all, well Brew'd with Gall, and Maudlin- 

(Drunk, wm Quarrel. 
Jet, &c. 
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FF t pleaſe you for to hear 
And liften a while what I ſhall tell ; 
I think J muſt draw near, 

Or elſe your will here me well. 
There was -a Maid the other day, 
Which in her Maſter's Chamber lay, 
As Maidens they muſt not refuſe 3 
la Ycomens Houles thus they uſe 
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| Said ſhe ſhou'd do the ſame, 


When that ſhe heard the Bed to crack. 


You'd have me do more than I can, 


There was a Man his Name was Fobn, 
To whom this Maid ſhe went alone, 
And in this manner made her moan, 


What ails my Dame to ſqueak and cry 2. 


vu love one withal your Heart. 


Tn a Truckle- bed to lie; 
Or another ftanding by: 
Her Mafter and her Dame, 


— 


This Maid cou'd neither reſt nor ſleep, 


Her Maſter Captive buſie was: 

ler Dame cry'd out, you hurt my Back; 
Oh Husband you do me wrong, 5 
You've lain ſo hard my Breſt upon: 
You are ſuch another Man,  - 


Fuſh Maſter, then ſays Joan, 
Pray let my Dame alone 
V/hat a deviliſh ſqualling you keep, 
Tnat 1 can neither reſt nor fl-ep. 


THz was enough to male a Maiden ſick | 
Ind full of Pain, 
de begings to fling an] kick, 

And {wore ſhe'd rent her Smock in twain, 
But yon fhail hear anon, 


1 weithee Fobn tell me no Lye, 


{ prithee. Fohn tell me the ſame, 
„nat it'ſt my Mailer gives my Dame ? 


{t ie a steel quoth Fobn, 
"ty * r gives my Dame at Night, 
iche lome tault ſhe fiad, 


en lure it is her Heart's Delight, 


and you Joan for your part, 


: * 
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Yes, marry then quoth Foan, 
Therefore to you I make my monez 
if that I may be ſo Bold, 

Where are theſe things to be ſold: 2 
At London then ſay Fobn, 

Next Market day Th bring they one: 


What will a good one coſt, 

If ſhou'd chance to ſtand in need? 
Twenty Shillings, ſays Foby, 

And for Twenty Shillings you may ſpeed, 
Ther: Foan ſhe ran unto ber Cheft, 
And fetch'd him Twenty ſhillings juſt ; 
Fobn, faid ſhe, here is your Coin, 

And I pray now have me in your Mind, 
And out of my Love therefore, 

There is for you Two ſhillings more, 
Ard I pray thee honeft Fob» Long, 

Buy me one that's iff nd nas. 


To Market then he went. 
When he had the Mony in his Purſe, 
He domineer'd and vapour'd, 

He was as ftout as any Horſe. 

Some he ſpent in Ale and Beer, 
And ſome he ſpent upon good Cheer. 
The reſt he brought home again, 

To ſerve his turn another time. 
Welcome home honeft Fon, 

God a mercy gentle F027. 

Pcithee Fokn let me feel, 

Haft how brought me home a Steel? 


8 Yes, marry than quoth Foby, 


And then he took her by the Hand, 

Ils led her into a Room, 

Where ey cord ſee neither Sun nor ko In. 
* 2 
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Together ohn the Door did clap 
He laid the Steel into her Lap: 


With that Joan began to feel, 
Cuts foot, quoth ſhe, tis a dainty Steel. 


T prithee tell me, and do not lie, | 
What are the two things hang there by 3 


They be the two odd Shillings quoth Fon, 


That you put laſt into my Hand. 
If I had known ſo much before, 
1 wou'd have givn thee two ſhillings more. 
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Pills to Purge Melancholy. 
A Luſty young Smith at his Vice ftogd a Filling, 2 


CA Rub,rub,rub,rub,rub,rub, in and out, in and out ho, 
When to him a buxom young . ſmilling, 


; And ask'd him to work at her Forge vou'd go, | 
With a rub, rub, rub, rub, rub, run and out, in 14 

555 . (and out ho. 17 

A Match quoth the Smith, ſo away they went thither, _ I! 


Rub, rub, rub; rub, rab, rub, in and out, in and out, ho! (| 1 
They ſtripp'd to go to't, 'twas hot Work, and hot Wea- '. BJ 
285 | = (ther; 
She kindl'd a Fire, and ſoon made him blow, | | 1 
With a Rub, Oc. | | 

Her Hushand ſhe ſaid, could ſcarce raife up his Hammer, 


His Strength and his Tools were worn out long ago 14 
If ſhe got her Journeymen, could any blame her; = 


Look here, quoth our Workman, my Lools are not (o. 
With a Rub, Ve, RM = | 
 Red-hot grew his Tron as both did deſire, _ | | 

And he was too wife not to ſtrike while twas ſo: "ue 
Quoth ſhe, what I get, I get out of the Fire,” ; 1 
Then prithee ſtrike home and redouble the blow. mn 

With a Rub, Se. . . 


Six times did his Tron by vigorous heating, F 
Grow ſoft in the Forge in a Minute or lo: | it 

As often *rwas harden'd, ſtill b-ating and beating, | 

But the more it was ſoften'd it harden'd more flow. | 
With a Rub, Ce. e | 


The Smith chen wou'd go, quoth the Dame full of ſorrow, 
()1 what wou'd T give, cou'd my Duckold doſo; J 
| Good Lad with your Hammer come hither to Morro W,; |} 
ut pray can't you uſe it once more c'er you go. 1 
With 3 Rub, Cc. „ ls 


: 
-K 4:7 PO. | 
8 | 


' Bills to Purge — 


45 O NG. 


1 5 0 


8 


rere 


U Hy are my Eyes "TY ER ans; 
: Why do my Heart thus trembling move 2 
When do! ſigh when go-----ing 
To ſee the darling Saint I love? 
Ah! ſhe's my Heaven, and 1a her Eyes the Deity : 
here is no Lite like what ſhe can give, 
Nor any Death like taking my Leave. 
Tell me no more of Glory, 
To Court's Ambition I've refgn' d, 
But tell a long long Story, 
Of Celia's Face, her Shape and Mind | 
Speak too of Raptutes, that wou'd Life deſtroy to enjoy. 
Had Ja Diadem, Scep᷑er and Ball, 1 
For one happy Minute I'd part wt: -h them TREE 
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We ao down the Hightanl Town, 

there I ſaw Laſſes many, 

ut upon the Bank in the bigheft rank, 
was one more gay than any 

I Look'd about for one kind Face, | 
and I ſaw Billy Ser. 

I askK'd of him what was her Name, 
they call'd her C atharins 25 


1 tra relled E fl, and | travelled Weſt, 
and I travelled through St-av92y, 
B ut the faireſt Laſs that cer! ſee, 
was e Ga harins 1 * „ ah 
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urge 
1 Traverd Eaſt, and I Travel'd Weft, 
And Travel d through Strabogy; 


| But I'd watch a long Winters Night 


To ſee fair Catharine Logy. 


I've a Love in Lamer Moor, 


A danty Love in Leith, Sir, 
And another Love in Elinborongb, 


And twa Loves i in Dalkeith, Firs 


Ride J Eaſt, or ride 1 Weft, 
My Love ſhe's fill before me, 
But gin my Wife ſhou'd ken aw this, 
I ſhou'd be very Wy 
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The Conntry WAKE. 
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a our Country, and! in your Country, were Ruflers they 


(were a raking, 


Timmy and Tom with Bottle and Bag, ſo merrily they 
(were a quaffing, 
If you'd but zeen how Foan's Buttocks did wag, you'd 


The rareſt Paftime that ever you fee, was when Hay- 
: (cocks they were making, 


burſt your Heart with laughing. 


On 


On another Hay-cock was Vulcan the Smith, with Dolly 5 85 0 | 


Then ruſtling fon came bruftling in, and ſaid you re 


"If Pill to Purge Melanchoh. 


(that came from the Dari, 
She though that his Back was ſo full of Pith, which made n 
-, FE willing, to tarry. "mv 


| (vull of your Vrolicks, 
if you will not let black Maggy alone, beſhrew ſhe will 
N DS (take you byth' Bald-pate. 


Then atchel-Arſe Giſs ſhe went to band they went 
Chome to conduct her, 

And all the way after they did Kiſs, and all the. way 

4 home wards they pluck d her. 


Then down i in a Dale was Tumbledowvn Dick,the Wenches 
oy (they caught him and held him. 
Becauſe he bulk not give em the thing they did lack, 
(poor Fellow, they threatn d to Geld Him, 


Then did you not hear of a Country Trick ? 
they ſay that Tuskir's no Daſtard, 

Fo when Country Gin do play with their Dicks, 
Then London mult Father their Baſtards. 


| The Chorus to be bumonr d by the Hand, and Elbow, 
i as the Soldier and the Sailor. 
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The Devil ard the Collier, 


mY 


| Becauſe the Tempeſt was ſo great, 


Pils 4 to b Purge Helanchoh. 


e Derel he was 0 Weather: beat, 
He was forc'd to take to a Tree, 


his way he could not ſee: 
Then under an Oak, inſtead of a Cloak, 
he ſtood to keep himſelf dry, 


There as he ſtood, a Fryer. in his _ 


by chance came walking by. 


The next that came by, was a Collier with his Cart, 
that Coa's was uſed to carry; 


What Tradeſman art thou. the Devil then "= gal, 5 


and he caus'd him a while to tarry, 
For why, do I think with thze for to drink, 

and he call'd for a glaſs of Claret z 
I know thee ſo well that thou comeſt from Hel), 
and. think thou haft ſtole my Chariot. 


| The next that came by, wasa Chimney-ſweeper, 


with his Brooms, his Poles and Shackles 


What Tradeſman art thou, the Devil then he ſaid, 


thou uſeſt all theſe Tacles? 
1 prithee gentle Blade, come tell me thy Trade, 


thy Face it is ſo beſmear'd, - (Back, 


17 thou hadſt not been ſo black "with thy Tackles at they 
thou hadſt made me damnable At ai EE Tae 
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The next that came by, was a Tawny-modr, | 
as ſoon as the Devil did him eſpy, 
He leared on his Tawny skin, 
ſaying Friend, art any kin to ble Ft 
For why, thy skin doth reſemble our kin, 
Therefore let us walk together, 
And tell me how thou doſt allow. 
of this Tempeftuous Weather. 


The nant that came by, was a Gun-powder grin der, ; 


with Coats and. Brimftone Sifted, 


Who for three-quarters of a Year, 


himſelf he had not Shifted, 


Then up the Devil roſe and he ſuuff d up his Noſe, 7 


he could endure no longer, 


| Away with this Fume out of the Room, 


it will neither quench Thirſt nor Hunger“ 


What Tradeſman art thou, the Devil then he faid, 


methinks I know thee well? 7 


My Trade it is Gun powder for to make, 
to blow the Devil out of Hel: 

Oh, had I but him here, his Bones 1 would tear, 
he ſhould neither ſcratch nor bite, 


Td plague the Devil for all his Evil, 


and make him leave wandring by Night. 
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Jiftead of our Buildings and Caftles ſo brave 
Into cur Caverns we're forc'd for to crave, 
When we are dr.ven along the Bogs, 

We root up Potatoes like the wild Hogs. 
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Inſtead of their Beavers and Caſters ſo good, 


In their picked Caps they are forc'd to the Wood : 
And when they are driven along the Paſſes, 
They ve nothing but Tatters to hang on their Arſes. 


Toftead of their Mantles lined with Pluſh, 

They're forc'd to ſcek Rages off ev'ry Buſh: 

When they have gotten a very good Cantle, 
They go the Borchers and there make a Mantle. 


Iuſtead of their Boots with Tops ſo large. 

I'm ſure they are rid of that ſame Charge; 
No they have gotten a thin pair of Brognes, _ 

And into the Woods among the Wild Rogues, 


Their Mutton and Beef they are all wild Runts, 
Their Wives are all naſty, and ſo are their C—-ts: 
But l' keep my Fiddle-ſtick out of their Caſes, 
They ſtink like N a Pox of their Arſes. 


The 
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be Ladys New-T, ears Gift. 


To an excellent New Country Tune, ca e 
BD eWington | Butts. | 


al | 
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F W are Wanten, yet Cunningly Coy ; 
_ Laſcivious, yet Crafty, to make us Obey. 


When once they have Noos'd us, Triumphant they ride, 


Ind trample down Man, that was made for their Guide. 


Chor. But. le! th:m remember their Gradame Eve's Fate, | 


Leſt they jmart for their Folly, repentivg to late. 


"WF 


This | 
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This Dees was made a Help-meet fo an 
And ſo he approv'd her, deny it Who ng ans Mas 
But ſurely poor Adam was ſoundly aſleep, 
Whilft out of his Side this dear Pleſfing did creep. 
Chor. But Jet them remember, &c, 7 


OE zcx 1 1=- 


Ola Painters did form them reſembling the 

Their Houſe on their Backs was, and 4 it dez Tail, x 
Ülmploying that Modefty kept ſomething in, 7 
_ Tho now they'll expoſe all from Tail up. to Chin. 7 
Chor. But let them remember, &c. 
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What if Betty grows old, 
and her Features decay, 
She's Young while ſhe drinks, 
tis the Grape makes her gays 


| See how her Eyes ſhine, 
they ſparkle with drink, 
Such a luſter has Wine, 
OE d Oy 
Such a luſtre has Wine, they never can fink. 


Let the Fops doat on Faces, 
her Soul's my delight, 

She can't want for Graces, 
who Tipples all Night. 


Long Marches 0'er Furrows, 
no place can her find, 
In ſpite of Camp ſorrws,- 
poor Betty will be kind. 


Boy fill up our Glaſſes, 
not a Wrinkle will ftand,; 

They're Fools who uſe Waſhes, - 
hen C{aret's at hand, 
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* Weather's too bleak now to gang out of doors, 

5 A And faith by the Chimney Ize pals the long hours 
1 And gin that my Dear wilt now ftay with me there, 
1 It may for d'eft Fockey, Freeze on the whole Year: 


My bonny blith enn, than never let's part, 
No cold here J fear, but that of thy Heart” 
This Weather together weze Dally and Play, 

18 Enjoying and Toying, as if it were May. 
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n a Summer tis ſweet to trip o'er the Land, — 
And in the green Meadows to walk hand in hand; 
When ev'ry Loon 
Olf his Laſs begs a Boon, | 
Or on the ſoſt Graſs gives her a Green-Gown:. 
Our Leiſure, 
„ud Peace 
Shall now be as great; 
Weze Tattle, 
And Prattle, 
And Bleſſing reap : 
And when I my Fenn) faſt by 1 me do hold, 
She'll da it is rather too warm than too cold. 


3 * 
— 


7 he Sound Country Laſs. 
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Pills to Pirge Melmcboh. 


Trg London Wenches are ſo ſtout, 
they care not what they do. 

They will not let you have a Bout, 
without a Crown or two. 


7 


They double their Chops and curl their Lock, 


their Breaths Perfume they do, 
Their Tails are pepper'd with the Pox. 
and that you're welcome to. 


But give me the Buxom Country Laſs, 


hot piping from the Cow, 


| That will'take a touch upon the Giafs, 


1 marry and thank you too. 


Her Coloru's as frefh as the Roſe | in Fune, 


her temper as kind as a Dove, 


She'll pleaſe the Swain with a wholeſom Tune, 


and freely ooh NEE Love. 
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A Tate and Ambition alas! will deceive ve, 
There's no ſolied Joy but the Bleſſing of Love; 
Scorn does of Pleaſure, fair Sylvza, bereave ye, : 

Your Fame is not perfect 'till that you remove: 
Monarchs that ſway the vaſt Globe in their Glory, 
Know Love is their brighteſt Jewel of Powr; 
Poor Philemon's Heart was ordain'd to adore ye, 

Ah! then diſdain his Paſſion no more. 


Fove on his Throne was the Victim of Beauty, 
His Thunder laid by, he from Heaven came down 
Shap'd like a Swan, to fair ZTeda paid Duty,” 
And priz'd her far more than his Heay'nly Crown: 
She too was pleas'd with her Beautiful Lover, 
And ſtroak'd his white Plumes, and feaſted her Eye; 
His Cunning in Loving, known well how to move her, 
Buy Billing, begens the bus'neſs of Joy. 


Since Divine Powers Examples have given, 
If we ſhould not follow their Precepts, we ſin; 
Sure 'twill appear an affront to their Heaven, 
If when the Gate opens, we enter not in. 
Beauty my Deareſt, was from the beginning, 
Created to calm our Amorous Rage; | 
And ſhe that againft that Decree will be ſinning, 
In Youth Rill will find the Curſe of Old Age. 
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W Hat's a Cuckold, learn of me, | 

Few can tell his Pedigree, 0 
Or his ſubtle Nature Confter, _ 
Born a Man, yet dies a Monſter. | EN 
Yet great Antiquarians ſa N 


They ſpring from old Metbuſalab 


Who after Noab's Flood was found Jo V 
To have his Creſt with Branches Crown'l, 

O 

But in E ens happy ſhade, | | 

Such a Creature ne er was made, = 85 

Then to cut off alt miſtaking, _ 0 

Cuckolds are of Woman's making. 25 4 
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N Othing than Cloe Cer I knew 
By Nature mcre befriended, 
Cælias leſs Beautiful, tis true, 


But by more Hearts attended. 


| No Nymph a live with ſo much Art, 
Receive's her Shepheard's firing, 
Nor does ſuch Cordial drops part 
To Love, when juſt Expiring. 


Why thus, ye Gods, who cauſe our mart; -_- Y 
Do you Love's Gifts diſſever? 
Or why thoſe happy Talents part, 

Which ſhou'd be join'd for ever ? 


For once perform an Ad of Grace, 
Implor'd with ſuch devotion, 

And give my Calia Cloe's Face, 2 8 
Orc los Cleia's Motion. Mr, 
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5 I. ſing you a Song of my Miſtreſs that 5 pretty, 
1 A Lady fo Frolick and Gay, 
It tickles my Fancy to tune her ſweet. Ditty, 
For Love was all her Play, 


She's Witty and pritty, and tunes like a Fiddle, 

A Lady ſo Frolick and Gay, 

She begins at both Ends, and ends in the lde, 
| For Love was all her Play. 


She Hugs and ſhe Kiſſes without a ward eng 
A Lady ſo Frolick and Gay, 
She falls on ber Back without flinching, or fveaking 
For Love was all her Play. | 


| She' s laden with Graces of Virtue and Honour, 
ZE A Lady ſo Frolick and Gay, 
| Tuirt a fair pair of Sheets with warm Love upon ber, 


"IM Love was all her Play. 


1 
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1 be craft Miſtreſy s en. 


LL che Town fo Lewd are grown, 
FAY hereafter you muſt excuſe me; 
If when you diſcover your (elf a Lover, 

1 chink it is all a Lye: ; 


Oaths 
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Oaths and 18ighs, and melting Eyes, 5 < 
you'll ſacrifice to feduce me, Es 
 Thefilly poor Women are often undone, 
and happily warn'd am I. 


Excuſe me for dying, and for ng, 

for Faith Sir, I muſt refuſe you 

Excuſe me for knowing the cheats of your Wooing, 
and for the requeſt excuſe me; - 

Excuſe me if when you Vou'd and Swore, 

I thought you deſign'd to deceive me, 

| But now who makes Love till his Eyes run o're, 

ſhall never hereafter ahuſe me. 


Wit and Youth did once invade, 
my Hearte'rel was Twenty, 
And 1 filly Creature, through meer 151 dame, 
believ'd him what ere he ſwore. 
Toung and unpractic'd in the Trade, 
of Love I was not ſcanty; 
But he who my Innocence then betray'd, 
ſhall never deceive me more. 


For now tho? he Flatter, and Ogle and Chatter, 
and ſtill in the Dance will chuſe me, 
Then argue the Caſe too, and look like an Aſatoo, 
he after all this ſhall looſe me; 
For now I will Femalz-Cunning uſe, 
and all our ftock of Revenge produce, 
The Rebel to Honour has broke the Truce, 
and all Mankind ſhall excuſe me. 


tis ſoft Words i will not mind, 
wherewith he ſtrives to ampſe me; 

Nor to his feign'd Paſſion, ſo much in i Fafkion, , 
will Tat all Bive beed: 5 


Thougb 


And by my ſo doing, 1 I fit him for Wooing, 
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a Though witb ſighs he ſwareshe dies, 

and vows he can't live if he l-ſe me, 
vet to his Tale I'll be deaf as the Wind, Ws 
: and never will let him ſpeed... - 


with an intent to abuſe me; 

He that wou d not Marry, I'faith now ſhall tarty, 
And for not yielding, excuſe me- 

By Man, I will be decoy'd no more, 

my Paſhon no more it undoes me- | 
Once I believed what the falſe One had Swote, 
burt yet for all that, he ſhall loſe me. 


Tho' Wit and Youth they do plead, 
and with new Charms preſent me, 

And tho' he flatter, he's never the better, 
for Tl believe him no more; 

No more to Love 11 be betray'd, 
but ſhun the danger it meant me, 
Lis happier far for to live a Maid, 

it there were no more Men in ſtore, 


Bat ſince there are many, aud 1 can have any, 
e hoſe Honefty will not abuſe me, 
I'll find one that's true to, and ſo bid adieu to 
the Man that could once refuſe me; _ 
*I was at my Honour it ſeems you aim'd, 
but your Intent too ſoon you prociaim 4 
For which by the Virtuous you muſt be blam'd, 
— whilk all mankind ſhall excuſe me. : 
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Dunmore K A T E. 


8 lately was a Maiden Fair, 3 
A With ruddy Cheeks and Nut- brown hair, 
W bo upto Town did trudge, Sir; 
Th's pretty Maid, whoſc Name was Kate, 
Met here à bard unlvcky Fate, 
&s you anon ſhall judge, Sir. 


A little ere it did grow Dark, 
che needs mult walk into the Park, 
The Gentry for to ſee, Sir: 
Ahe rs icon ſhe met a Footman gay, 
1 hat ſtopt her ſhort, and made her ſtay, 
E637 down under Tree, Sir. 


- 
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| This Footmai ſwore he was a Lord, 
Which ſoon made Katy to accord, 
And grant him his full Will, Sir; 
She kiſs'd his Lordſhip o're and 0 re, 
And open'd all her Country Store, 
And let him take his fill. Sir. | 


KM But when ſhe heard one call out ohr, 
Up roſe her Spark, and ſtrait was gone 
To trot before the Chair, Sir: 
Which made this Damſc! all alone, 
To ſigh and ſob and make great moan, - | | { 
Aud ſhed full many a Tear, Sir. 1 1 


Quoth ſhe, if theſe be London Tricks, . 4 
God ſend me down amongft my Diets 
That live on Punſnore Heath, Sir : 
If ever | come here again, 
Or ere believe one Man ia ten, 
May the De't come ftop my Breath, Sir. 


— 
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Borges no more fond Love, thy Power, 
Mingling Paſſions ſweet and ſowre z 
Bow to Celia, fhow thy Duty, 

Celia ſways the World of Beauty: 
Venus now muſt kneel before her, 

And admiring Crowds adore her. 


Like the Sun that gilds the Morning, 
Celia ſhines, but more adorning, 
She like Fate, can wound a Lover, 
SGoddeſs like too, can Recover. 

She can kill, or ſave from Dying, 
The Tranſported Soul is Flying. 


Sweeter than the blooming Roſe is, 
Whiter than the falling Snow is; 
Then ſuch Eyes the Great Creator 
Choſe his Lamps to kindle Nature: 
Curſt is he that can refuſe ger; 
Ab, hard Fate that I muſt loſe of 


The | 
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The Fiſherman's SONG. 
6 Set by Mr. ms. 
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8 


of all the World 5 Erſoyments 
that ever valu'd were, 
There's none of our Employmeats 
With Fiſhing can compare. 


14 n 
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Some Preach, ſome Write, 
Some Teach, ſome Fight; 
All Golden Lucre Courting, 
But Fiſhing ſtill bears off the Bell, 
For Profit, or for Sporting. 
Then who a Folly Fiſherman 
A Fiſherman will be, 
His Throat muſt wet 
Fuſt like bis Net, 
To keep out cold at Ses. 1 5 5 


The Country Squire loves running 
A Pock of well-mouth'd Hounds 3 
Another fancies Gunning : 
For Wild Ducks in his Grounds + : 
- This Hunts, that Fouls, 
This Hawks, Diek Bowls, 
No greater Pleaſure wiſhing, | 
- But Jem that tells what Sport excells, 
Gives all the Praiſe to kiſhing. 
Iben who, Kc, 


55 A good Weſtphalia Gammon, 
is counted dainty fair; | \ 
But what is't to a Sammor | . 7 
Tuft taken from the Ware : 
Wheat, Ears and Quails, 
Cocks, Snipes and Ravles, | 
Are priz'd while Seaſon's laſting, 
- _ But all muft ſtoop to Craw-Fiſh doop, 
Or I've no Skill in Taſting. 
Then wbo, &c. 


Keen Hunters always take too 
Their Prey with too much pains; 
Nay often break a Neck too, 
A Penance ed no aa 


der 
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They Run, they Leap, LES 
Now high, now deep, 

Whilſt he that Fiſhing chuſes, 

With eaſe may dot, nay, more to boot, 

May entertain the Muſes, 

Then who, &c. 


And tho' ſome envious Wranglers, 
To jeer us. will make bold, 
And ugh at-patient Anglers, 
Who ſtand ſo long i'th* Cold, 
They wait on Miſs, 
| We wait on this, 
And think it eaſie Labour, 2 
And if you'd know, Fiſh profits too, 
9 our — Neighbour, 
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Jy xe Roger Twang lilo of Plowden Hill, 


In his Cheft had Two Thouſand good Pounds, 85 
Fat Oxen and Sheep, and a Barn well fil d, 
And a hundred good Acres of Ground; 


Which made ev'ry Maiden with Maiden-heads laden, 


And Widows, tho' juſt ſet free, 


To wrangle and fret, and pump up their Wit, 


To train to the Net, Twangdillo, Twargdillo, 
Twargdillo,Twargdillo, young luſty Iwangdillo, Twargdee, 


he firſt that brake Ice was a Laſs had been 


Born of a good Houſe, but decay'd;; | 
Her Gown was new Dy'd, and her Night- trail Clean, 

And to ſing and talk French had been bred; 

= She'd dance Northern Nancy, 

Ask'd Parler vous Fravſay, 

That Hodge might her Breeding ſee, 

She'd rowl her black Eye, 
Breath ſhort wich a ſigh, | 

When e're ſhe came nigh Tworgditlo, Tway, xc. 


The next was a Sempftreſs of Stature Low, 
That fanſy'd ſhe wanted a Male, 


Her Hair was as black as an Autumn Slice, 


and hard as a Coxch-horſes Tail: She'd 


Pill. to Piage Melanaboh. 
Shed Oagle and Wheedle, | 
And prick with her Needle; 
What d' lack, what d' buy cry'd ſhe ? R 
But now 'the brisk Tone, 
Is chang'd to a Groan, 
Ah! picty my moan, Twargdillo, Two, bc. 


A muſty old Chambermaid lean and tall, 
The next as a Suitor appeats, " 
With a Tongue loud and ſhrill, but no Teeth at all, 
For time had drawn them many Years : Ss 
Caft Gowns and ſuch Lumber, 
Old Smocks without number, 
She bragg'd ſhould her Dowry be, 
Forty pair of Lacd Shoes, 
Ribbons Green, Red and Blews, | 
But all would x not Noſe Twangdillo, TOs: &c. 


Tue next was a Laſs of 3 Popiſh ftrain, 

That Feſuire Whims had been taught, 

She bragg'd they ſhou'd ſoon have King 7 2 mes again, 
Tho' her ſpouſe was late hang d for the Plot; 
The French would come over, 

And Land here at Dover, 
And all as they wiſh'd, would be ; 
The Facobiie Jade, SE 
Talk'd as if ſhe was mad, | 
In hopes to have had Twaigdillo, Twarg, &c, | 


A Vintner's fat Widow then ſtrait was view 4, | 
Whoſe Cuckold had pick'd up ſome Pelf. (brew'd' 
He had kill'd half his Neighbours- with Wine be bad 
And lately had Poyſon'd himfelf, = 

With Bumpers of Claret, 
No Souſe paying for it. 
She'd Roger's: Com panion be; 
Strike firſt on the Board, | 
EE Huzza was the Word, „ 
Come Kiſs me ador'd Tmwgdilto, Tron, & _ But | 
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But * reſol d not to be her Man, 


And ſo gave a looſe to the next, | 
The Neice of a Canting Bleer-Ey'd Non 5 
That ftiffly could canvas a Text. | 

A Dame in Cheapfide too 
Would fain be his Bride too, 
And make him of London free; 

But no Laſs wou d down | 
In Country nor Toun, 


So Purſe- proud was grown, Twangdillo, Tmog, Rc. 


Till at laft pretty Nancy, a-Farmer's Joy, 
That newly a Milking had been, 
Round-fac'd, Cherry-cheek'd, with a ſmirking Eye, 
Came tripping it oyer the Green, | 
She-mov'd like a Goddeſs, 
' And in her lac'd Bodice, 
A Span ſhe could hardly be: 
Her Hips were plump groun, 
And her Hair a dark Brown; 


Tuas ſhe-that brought down Twangdillo, Twarg Iilo, 
. Twangdillo, Twangdillo, young luſty W hee 


ITwang dee. 
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Oy to the Bridegroom ! fill the Sky 
j With pleaſing ſounds of Welcome Joy: 
Joy to the Bride, may lafting Bliſs, » 
And every Day ftill prove like this: * | 
Joy to the, Cc. 


Never were Marriage Joys Divine, 
But were to conflant Hearts Combine; 
He that proves falſe, himſelf daes cheat, 
Like ſick Men taſts, but cannot eat. 

He that, Ge. 


What i is a Maiden-head ? ah what? 

Of which weak Fools ſo often prate? 

Tis the young Virgin's pride and * 

Yet never was found but when 'twas 5 loft. 
Tis the, Ge. 


Fill me a Glaſs has to the brink, 
And its Confuſion here I'll drink ; 3 
And he that balks the Health I nam'd 
May he die youn 388 then be damn d. 
And he that, 
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: 3 need wwe take care for Plitocniat Rules, 


Or the Precepts of Ariſtotle ? 


| Thoſe that think to find Learning in Books are but Fools, | 


True Philoſophy lies in the Bette: 


And the Mind that's confin'd to the modes of the Schools, 
Ne're arrives to the highth of a Pott. 


| Let the Sages of our Ages keep a talking uf or Walking 


Demurely, whilſt we that are Wiſer, 
Do abhor all that's Moral ih Ciro and Plato, 
And Seneca tatks like a Sizer. | 
Then let full Bowls, full Bottles and Bowls be bud, 
Thar our Follity may be compleater, 
For Man tho be be but 4 very little World, 
Muſt be drown'd as well a, the greater. 


We vill drink till dur Cheeks are as Star'd as the Skies, 
Let the Pale- colour d Student flout us, 

Till our Noſes like Comets, ſet Fire on our Eyes, 
And we bear the Horrizon about us. 


And if all make us fall, then our Heels ſhall devine 


What the Stars are à doing without us. 


Let Lily go tell ye of Thunders and Wonders, 
And aftrologers all Divine; 


Let Booker be a looker in our Natures and Features, | 


He”".l find nothing but Claret in mine, 
Iten Jer full Bowls, &c. | 


* 
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Hone a Welſh Runt and Hans a Dutch Boor, 
As they one Ev'ning for Air did employ y- 
Found Teague and Sawney juſt walking before, 
A bonny Scorch Loon and an Jrifh dear Joy: 
They all four had ne're ſaw a Wind-mill — 
Nor had they heard of any ſuch Name, 
But as they were walking, and merrily talking, i 
It happen'd by chance to a Wind-miil they came. 
Cho. Hey down derry boa down derry- . 
l Mirth is better than Sorrow by half; | 
& . Liſten to my Diny, "tis Merry, "tis Witty, 
And if you ant ſullen twill make ye Laugh, 3 
6 e „ 


Cho. Sawney, Sawney, weel ſaid Sawney. 
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Bread cry d Sawney what do you caw that, Pointing " 
To tell its good Name IT am at a loſs. be Nind-· nil. 


Teague then readily anſwered the Scot, 


By Chreeſht, my dear Joy, tis St. Patrick's Croſs, 
Woons cry'd Sawney y'are miſtaken, 8 


For 'tis St. Andrew's Croſs that I ſ wear; 
For there is his Bonnet, and Plad lying on it, 
The Muckle gud Saint did at Edinborougb wear, 


This Aﬀair Sawney's notably bit, 
Let aw diſcover that paſs the Tweed over, 
If Scotland e're bred ſo bonny 4 Wit, 


Huus with a Belch gave vent in his turn, 


Ick fall now ſprae ken den vaght in dos meane; 


Et ben ods Sacrament a grought Dutch Churme, 
And they are now making the Butter within: 
This device ſo tickled his Fancy, 


He ſwore by the States he'd go in for ſome z 


And ſell his blew Jerkin, but he'd have a Firkin, 
To carry his Wife and bis Family home, 


Cho. Hogan, Hogan; Mogan, Mogan, 


Sooterkin Hogan Herring Vandunk, 
For as it happen'd the Miller with's Cap on 
He thought a fat Froe, a White Dairy Punk. 


Hot pated Sbon cry'd ſplut and look'd pigg, 
You fools was alter your Minds when her ſpeaks; 


St. Taffy cawd this her creat Whirligig, 


And made it to ſcare away Crows from her Leeks 
Proof to ſhew, ſee where they crow, - 
Then pointed his finger over the Hedge, 
Where Nettles and Thiſtles, with Prickles and Briftles, 
Grew thick in a Field grown over with Sedge- 
Cho. Shone ap Shinkin Rice ap Tavy, | 
Sbentlemen Kindred aw come away, 

Tomas ap Morgan ſwear loud as un Organ, 

And pawn all your Honours to what bur does ſay. 


By 
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By good St. Panich, Teague once more replies, 
- Ifay tis his Croſs for there is his Coat; 
I met him in Dublin a buying the Frize, 


A gud I will ſwear tis the ſame that he bought: 


He's a better Shaint than ever Holland, ori aſſh, or Scotland 
And by my Sbowlwaſion he was my Relation, * 


And had for ſtout Teague great Kindneſs indeed. 
Cho. Texo, lero, jero, lero, 


Lilly Burlero Bullen a- la, | 
By my ShowIwafion be was my Relwion, 
& © breeſht fave the ſweet Face St. Patrick "o. 


Hock aye his mind, but neither agreed, 
elſþ Man grows hot, and the iſh Man buffs ; 
The bonny bold Scot told the Dutch Man he ly'd, 
A Word and a Blow, and ſo all went to Cuffs: 
Coats were torn, and Heads were broken, 
Noſes were Mault, and thumping went round 

But in a while after were forc'd to give quarter, 
And ſo went four Fools well beaten to town. 
Cho. Coats were torn, &c. 
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1 A tender young Maid have been courted by many - 
1 Of all ſorts and Trades as ever was any: 
A ſpruce #aberdaſhr firft ſpake me fair, 
But I would have nothing to do with ſmall ware. 
My thing is my own, and Il keep it ſo ſtiil, 
et other young Laff may do what they will, 


A ſweet ſcented Courtier did give me a Kiſs, - 
And promis'd me Mountains if I would be his, 
But I'll not believe him, for it is too true, 
* Courtiers do promiſe much more than they do. 
My my is my . . A 
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A fine Man of Law did come out of the gend, - 
To plead his own Cauſe with his Fee in his Hand, - 
He made a brave Motion bat that would not do, 
For I did diſmiſs him, and Nonſuit him to. 

W thing is my own, &c. 


Next came a young Fellow a notable Spark 


(With Green Bag and Inkhorn, a Juſtices Clark) 


He pull'd out his Warrant to make all appar 
But I ſent him away with a Flea in his Ear. 


My thing is my own, &C. 


— 


A Maſter of Muſick came with an Intent, 


To give me a Leſſon on my Inſtrument, 


I thank'd him for nothing and bid him be gone, 
For my little Fiddle ſhould not be plaid on. 


My thing is my own, KC. 
An Uſurer came with abundance of Caſh, 


But I had no mind to come under his Laſh, 
He profer'd me Jewels, and great Store of Gold, 


But 1 would not mortgage my little — 
My thing is my own, &c. 


A blunt Lieutenant ſurprized my Placket, 


And fiercely began to rifle and ſack it; 

I muftered my Spirits up and became hold 

And forc'd my Lieutenant to quit his from, hold, 
My thing is my own, &c. 


A Crafty young Bompkin tbat was very Rich, 


And us'd with his Bargains to go through ſtitch, 
Did tender a Sum but it would not avail | 


That I ſhould admit him my Tenant i in . 
My thing is my own, RG | 
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A fine ar Taylor, with a Yard in his Hand, 
Did proffer his Service to be at Command, - 
He talkt of a lit 1 had above knee, 
But I'll have no Taylors to ftich it for me, 
My thing is my own, &. 


A Gentleman that did talk much of his Grounds 

His horſes, his ſetting-dogs, and his Grey-hounds, 

Put in for a Courſe, and us'd all his Art, 

But he miſt of the Sport, for Puſs would not ſtart. 
My thing is my own, &c. CE 

A pretty young Squire new come to the Town, 

To empty his Pockets, and fo to go down, 

Did profer a kindneſs, but T would have none 
The ſame that he us'd to his Mothers Maid Joan. 
My thing i; my own, &c. Fr, 

Now here J could reckon a hundred and more, 

Beſides all the Gamefters recited before, 

That made their addreſſes in hopes of a ſnap 

But as young as I was | underftood Trap. 

My thing is my own, and II ee it ſo ſtill, 

Vntil Ibe Marryed, ſay Men what they will. 
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Ne Holiday laſt Summer, 
From fonr to ſeven by Croyden Chimes z- 
Three Laſſes Toping Rummers, 
Were ſet a prating of the Times, 

A Wife call'd Joan of the Mill; 

A Maid they call'd Bonney brown Nell. | 
A Widow mine Hoſteſs, Gillian of Croyden, Gillian of 
Croyden, Gillian, Toung Gillian, Folly Gillian of Croyden, 
Take off your Glaſs, cry'd Gillian of Croyden, 
A Health to our Mafter Wil: 


Ah! Foencry'd the Maiden, 
This Peace will bring in Mill'd Money ſtore, 
We now ſha'n't miſs of Trading; 
And Sweet-hearts will come on "thick ye Whore, 
No more will they Fight and Kill, 
But with us good Liquor will Swill : 


Theſe will be rate times, cry'd Gillian of Croyden, Gillian 
Of Croyden,Gillian,young Gillian, Plump Gillian of Croydon ; 


Take off your Glaſs, cry'd Gillian of Croyden, 


hl ” 
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We ve now right under ſtanding, | 
Hans Dick, and Monſieur ſhake Hands i ith' Streets, 
Dragoons too are Disband ing, 
Gadzooks then Nelly let's watch our Sheets, 
For a Redcoat you know that has Will, 
Can Plunder and Pilfer with. Sill, 
Vn look to my Smocks, ery d Giſli m of Cr- yden, 


Gilliam of Crogden, Gillian, bold Gillian, Wary Gillian of 


Creyder, take off your Glaſs cry;d Gillian of Croyden, 
A Health to our Maſter Wil, 
Nell, then with Arms a Kembo, | 
Cry'd News from Sea not ſo well does come 3 ; 
For want of Captain Bembo, | 
The Chink and Ponti are kale got home: 
Tho' he could not help that iil, 
The Fault lies in fome Body ſtil, 
Wou'd that Rogue were hang'd, cry d Gillian of carts. 


_ Gillizn of Crayden, 3 plump Gillian, Loyal Gil. Ge 


strange Lords will now come over, 
And all our Bells will Ring out for Joy 
The Cezar of Muſcover, 

Whois, Lord bleſs him, ſome ten Foot high: 
I'll fee him what e're come o'th' Mill. 
Would our Lads were like him, cry'd Nel, 

Great pitty they an't, cry'd Gillian of Creyden, Gillian of | 


. Croyden, Gillian, Young Gillian, Tall Gulian of Crowes, 


Neverthelzſ:, cry'd Gifiian of Croyden, 
A Bumper to Maſter Will, 


Strange News the Facks of the City, 
Have got, cry'd Joan, but we mind no Tales; 
That our good King through wonderful pitty, 
Will give bis Crown to the Prince of Vales, 
That Peace may the ftronger be ſtill. 
And that they wy no 3 Rebel. 


piſh: 
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Piſh l pox "His a Jeft, cry'd Gillian of Croydey, Giltian of 
e Gillian, bold Gilitan, Witty 


Croyden, take off your Glaſs, cry'd Gillian of Crojden, 
A Health to our Maſter Will. 


So long top'd theſe Laſſes, 
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6 iliar, Gillian of 


Till Tables, Chairs, and Stool we went rag 


Strong Wine and thumping Glaſſes, 
In three ſhort Hours their Senſes drown 


Then home to her Grannum reel'd _ 
Then ꝓoan no more Brimmers could fill 


257 And off from her Chair drop'd Gilliam of Crogden, Gillian of 
Crozden, Gillian, plump Gillian, drunk Gillian of Og, 


Here's the laſt drop, cry'd Gillian of Croyden. 


A to Maſter Will. 
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I tell you a pleaſant Caſe : 
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O Caſllies and Bullies, 
Of Country and Toon; 
To Warers and Tearers, 
Of Manteau and Goun; 
All Chriſtian good People, 
That live round Paul's Steeple, 


Hot headed | Wedded at Age of I hreeſcore 
A {anting young Wanton, 
Eighteen and no mores 
Of Parents I ſought her; 
And Money toon bought her, 
I well might have had more Grace 
For daily at Table, 
_ She'd pout and ſhe'd Squabble, 
And this ftill was all I get, | 
When e're I ask'd why, ſhe'd cry piſhfye, 
For Gold nor Apparel, 
I never did quarrel, 
But only you ſtarve my Cat. 
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A ung Kitty, 
pretty young Ki could Purr, 
"Twas Gameſom and Handſom, in 
And had a rare Furrg 
And ftrait up I took it, and offer d to firoak it, 
In hopes I ſhould make it kind, 
But lowting and powting, 
— _It fill was to me, 
Tho' Nature the Creature, 
| Deſign'd ſhould be free. - 
1play'd with its Whiskers, and would haye had diſcourſe, 
But ah! it was Dumb and Blind : 
When Cloris unquiet, who knew well its Diet, 
And found that I wanted that, 
Cry'd, pray run, fetch Foby, 
He's the Man that can, 
When it does need it, beſt know how to feed it, 
Or gad you will ſtarve my Cat. 


As fleet as my feet 
Could convey me, I ſped. 
To Fobnney, who many 
Times Puſſy had fed: 
I told him my Errand, he wanted no Warrant, 
But haſted to ſhew his Skill: 
He took it to ftroak it, 
| And cloſe in his Lap 
He laid it to feed it. 
And give it ſome Pap : 
And with ſuch a Paſhon it took the Collation, 
[ts Belly began to fill, 
And now within Door is ſo merry my Cloris, 
She Laughs and grows wonderous Fat, 
And I run for Foby, 
Who's the Man that can, 
Tho” I'm at. diſtance, give preſent aſſiſtance, 
Jo pleaſe her, and fecd her Cat, | 
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4 SONG. Ser iy Mr. Leveridge. | 


BY _ 8 
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(ſtand, 
Hen * fir did Woe me, he did at * ns 
Advancing to undo me, he gently took my hand; 
He gently rais'd it higher, with piſh and much ado, 
His Lips ftill creeping nigher, at laſt he kiſs'd it too. 


Advancing more to try me, with Love's inchanting Grace, 
He drew himſelf more nigh me, and gently touch'd my 
He ſet it all on Fire, with piſh and muck ado, (Face : 
His Lips approaching nigher, at laſt he kiſy'd me to. 


Compleatly to undo me, he clasp'd me in his Arms: 

As tho' he wou'd go throvgh me, and ſearch out all my 
| (Charms. 
As tho* he Wou'd £0 through me, with Oh, aad 2 
ado, 


As ſure as Cer he knew me, at laſt he did it too, 
1 Tot: 3 n 


— 
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. the lovelieſt thi ng 


That e'er was form'd by Nature, 
Flora i'ch' pride of Spring, 
Ne'er wore ſo ſweet a Feature, 


Her Air, her Tort, her Mien, a 

Her Lips, her Eyes, Complexion, 

Had Jove when on Earth, but ſeen, 
He had Doated to Per fett on. 


With Kiſſes and Bliſſes one's drown'd, 
In Seas of Liquid Pleaſure; 
Such ſtore of Riches there I found, 
She' $ an | endleſs Mine of * 
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Katy“ 5 Beauty. On Madam K. W.“ 
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1 | 470 SA Beauty ſurpaſſing, 
K She's a Sweet Garden to paſs i in, 
In Town there is not like a Laſs in, 


So Sweet, ſo Charming is ſhe. 


Her Eyes like Stars do ſo twinkle, 
' Her Face is ſmooth, without wrinkle, 
| Her Chiws adorn'd with a Dimple, 
A Like the Charms above her Knee, 


2 Her Lips as Red as a Roſe i is, 
And round and pritty her Noſe is; 

| Her Breath's a ſweet mixture of Poſicsy, 
| None on Earth's compar d to ſhe. 


Her Belley's a Hill of Sweet Pleaſure, 
In Buſh enclos'd lies the Treaſure, 
If once you make but a Seaſure, 
Youre loſt in an Extaſi-, | 4 
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Jew 3 reſified 
Wully's fierce deſire; 
She the more perſiſted, 
_ © Coyneſs rais'd his Fire. 
When he'd reap'd the Treaſure, , 
And the Virgin's Spoils, 
He found ſuch ſhort Pleaſure, 
| Anſwer d not his Toils. . 


PIT lay neglected 
In her Lover's Arms, 
When ſhe was rejected, 
She tryed all her Charms: 
Then fhe did diſcover, 
That no Trick, no Art, 
Tho't might win a Lover, 
_ Cou'd regain his Heat. 
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Ne Sunday after Maſy, Dormet and his Laſs 
| , To the Green-Wood did pas,, 
All alone, all alone, all alone, all alone: 5 : © 
Ne ask'd for a Pogue, ſhe call'd him a Rogue, 
And ftruck him with her Brogue, | 
Oh hone, Oh hone, Oh hone, | | 


| Said he, my dear Joy, why will you be Coy ? 
Let us play, let us Toy, all alone, all alone, all alone. | 

If I were too Mild, you are ſo very Wild, | 

You will get me with Shild, O hone, O hone O hone, | 


He brib'd her with Sloes, and brib'd her with Nuts, 
Then a thorn prick'd her Foots, Halla lu, halla lu, halla lu. 
Ler me pull it out. You't] hurt me, I doubt, 26g 

And make me to ſhout, Halla lu, halla lu, balla lu. 
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\ \ 7 Hen C»pid from his Mother fed, 
He changing his ſhape, thus 'made his Eſcape, | 
His Mother thought him Dead. 
Some did him a kindneſs, and cur'd him of Blindneſs, 
And thus diſguis'd like me, thus diſguis'd, 
thus diſguis'd, thus diſguis'd like me, A 
The little God, the little God, the little God cou'd . 


He e into Hearts of Men, and there does for, 

( Juft ſo do I ) That Falſhood Jurks within; 

That Sighing and Dying, is Swearing and Lying, 
All thts diſguis d like me, 

The little God, the little God could ſee. 


20'S 
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; Bunz Jockey v "TOE and Gay, 


Is all my Soul s Delight, 


He's all my talk by Day, 


And all my Dreams by Night. 
If from the Lad I be, 
Tis Winter ftill with me 3 
But when he's with me here, 
'Tis Summer all the Year. 


Im Blith when Fockey comes, 
Sad when he gangs away; 


*Tis Night when Fockey Glooms, : 


And if he Smiles, tis Day. 


When our Eyes meet, I Pant, 


1 Colour, Sigh, or Faint: 
Can detter tell her Mind? 


What Lak that would be kind. 
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F Oung Phaon ſtrove the Bliſs to taſte, _ 


But Sappho ſtill deny'd : 

She Krug d long, the Vouth at laſt, 
Lay panting by her ſide. = 
Uſelcts he lay, Love would not wait, 
Till they could both agree, 
They idly languiſh'd in Debate, 

When they ſhould Active be. 


At laſt, come ruin me, ſhecry'd, . 


And then there fell a Tear: 


I' in thy Breaft my Bluſhes hide, 


Do all that Virgins fear. 


O, that Age cou'd Love's Rights perform, F 


We make Old Men obey : 


They Court us long, Yourh doe but form, | 


And Plunder and away. 


M 5 


So bewitching, that in vain I endeavour to forget her ; 
Still ſhe brings me back again, and I daily loye her better, 
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Ang Phils be an Air o engaging all Men love "I 
But her hidden Beauties are Wonders I dare not diſ- 


(covers 


Kindneſs ſprings within her Eyes, and from thence is 


(always flowing z 


- Ey'ry Minute does furprize with freſh Beauties ftill a 


(Blowing, 

Were ſhe but as true as. fair, never Man had ſuch a 
(Treaſure 3 

But 1 die with jealous Care, i in the midft of all my - ck 
5 (ſure. | 

Free and eaſie without Pride, i in her Language and her 
(Faſhion g 


5 setting gentle Love aſide, ſhe's unmov'd with any Paſſion, 
When ſhe ſays I have her Heart, tho 1 ovght not to be- 


(lieve her, 


| She ſo r plays her arts I could be decei d for ever. 


A 


( Beauties Pride; 


One all the Youths whoſe Hearts have bled,by cruel 
Bring. each a Garland on Bis head, we none his Sor» 
-_ hide! . 
But hand in hand around me move, 
Singing the ſaddeft Tales of Love, 
And try when your Complaints ye Join, 
If all your Wrong can equal mine. 


\ 


The happieft Mortal once was I. my heart no bs knew, 


Pity the pain wich which I die, aud ask not t whence it N. 5 


Vet if a tempting Fair you find, 
That's very Lovely, very Kind, 
Tho E as Heav'n, whoſe — ſhe bare, 
Think of my Fate, and ſhun her Snare, | 
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H-crael bloody Tet, what cant thou do more 5 
Alas, tis now too late, Phi lander to reſtore: 


Why ſhould the Heav'nly Powers perſwade poor Mortals 


(to believe, 


That they Guard. us here, and reward us there, yet all 


| (our Joys deceive ? 
Her Ponyard then ſhe took, 2 held in her Hand, 


And with a dying Look, cry'd, thus I Fate Command : 6 


Philander, ah, my Love I come to meet thy Shade below, 


Ab, I come, ſhe cry'd, vith a Wound fo wide, og 


T here need no ſecond Blow. 


In Purple Waves her Blood ran ſtreaming down the floor, 
Unmov'd ſhe ſaw the Flood, and bleſs'd her dying hour; 
Pbilander, ah, Pbilamder ſtill, the bleeding Phil aye : 
She Wept a while, and ſhe forc'd a Ne, 12 6 

Then clos'd her Byes and Dy d. EY bi 
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Who lives that does not. yield to Love, 


The Pleaſures they deny their Lord, 


To recom D eace the Slaver 7 of Power. 4 
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Bus Mortals, bleſs the clearing Light, 
That flows from Celia's Eyes, 
For never did a Star ſo bright 
In Beauty's Heay'n riſe: 

And whilft a Crown's uneaſ Fine 

And all the mighty Toils of State 

She ſoftens with her Charms, 

Bleſs, bleſs the happy Monarch i in her 4 


And oft his Joys renew; 
And yet how few in King's approve, 
What they themſelves purſue. - 
The Murmuring Crowd themſelves afford, ; 


1k0' Loyz is Empire's Dower, 
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[| par, is the 8 Lie: 22 *] 
| 1 Bleſt with Content, good Health and baſe; | 
i Free from factions noiſe and ftrife, 
* We only Plot our ſelves to Pleaſe: 2 
f | Peace of Mind the days delight, - ; 
| And Love our welcom Dreams ar Night. 
x Hail green Fields and ſhady Woods; e 
| Hail Springs and Streams that ftill run a pure: 
Il. Nature's uncorrupted Goods, 
[| Where Vertue only is ſecure : N 

Free from Vice, here free from Care, 

Age is is 0 pain, and Youth no ) ſnare. 

| 
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N Owen cy place freſh Pleaſure yields, 
Let all our Appetites be free z- 
Let us enjoy the verdant Fields, 
This is Dame Nature's Jubilee. 


| With Garlands made of ſweeteſt Flow'rs, 
Our Temples bound, we'll dance and ſing; 
So blithly will we pals the Hours, 
As to promote the growing Spring. 


The Sylvia! Gods the Nymphs and Fawns, 
Shall to our Chorus join their Voice z 

The Woods, the Streams, the Hills and Lawns, 
Loudly i in Echo's ſhall rejoice, +? 
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T Ho the Pride of my Paſhon fair Silvia betrays, 

| And frowns at the Love I impartz 

(| | Tho” kindly her Eyes twiſt numerous Rays, 

| To tye a more fortunate Heart Ns 

| Yet her Charms are ſo great, I'll be bold in my Pain, 

His Heart is too tender, too tender, that's ftruck with 


— 
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| | Still my Heart is ſo juft to my Paſſionate Eyes, 
[| It diſſolves with Delight while I gaze: 
| | And he that loves on, tho' Jilvia denies, 


His Love but his Duty obeys. ; 

I no more can refrain her Negletts to purſue, 
Than the force, the force 

Of her Beauty can ceaſe to ſubdue. 
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J Never ſau a Face till now, CF? e = 
Thar could my Paſſion move, : A 
Ilik'd and ventut'd many a Vow, 


But durft not think of Love; 4 
Till Beauty charming ev'ry Senſe, BI | 
An eaſie Conqueſt made, me” &, 
And ſhew'd the vainneſs of Defence, BRAVE TG . 
When Phillis does Invade. | | i} 


But ah! her colder Heart denies, | 

The Thoughts her Looks Inſpire, | 

And while in Ice that frozen lies, : | 
Her Eyes dart only Fire: . is 

! 

| 


Between Extreams I am undone, 
Like Plants to Northward ſet, 
Burnt by too violent a Sun, 
Or cold, for want of Heat. 
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The Gods ordain'd this kind Relief: 
That Muſick ſhould in ſounds convey, - 
What dying Lovers dare not ſay. 


A Sigh or Tear perhaps ſhe'd give, 

But Love on Pity cannot live: | 

Tell her that Hearts for Hearts were made, 

And Love with Love is only paid: 

Tell her my pains ſo faſt encreaſe, 

That ſoon they will be paſt Redreſs; 

For ah! the Wretch that ſpeechleſs lies, 
Attends but Death to clole his Eyes, A 
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F Heart is ſtill the ſame, 

Hard and Cold as Winter's Morning, 
Tho' my Love is ever burning. 

Let no frouns or ſmiles can ever 

Melt her Ice, or cool my Fever, 

Melt her Ice, or cool my Fever. 


So long I talk and think of Love, 

All the Groves and Streams can name her; 
All the Nymphs and Eccho's blame her; 
If ſhe keeps her cruel Faſhion, 9925 
Nought but Death can eaſe my Paſſion, 


Of all the Charms that Lovers have, 
All the Sighs, the Groans, the Anguiſh, 
All the Looks with which I Languiſh, 
Moves not her to any Feeling, | 
Beauty takes Delight in Killing, 


Fuge 3 olinda Young and Fair, 
Fly from her ſoft engaging Air, 
And Wit in Woman found ſo rare. 
Tho' all her Looks to Love adviſe, 
His yet unconquer'd heart denies, 
And breaks the Promiſe of her Eyes.. 


Wake not your Youth in Coy diſdain, | 
Nope not your Beauty's pleaſing Reign, 
17 ways of Rigour to maintain. 
we to King's Obedience owe, 
Or to the Gods with Incenſe go, 


Iis for the Bleſſing they beftow. 


Pills to Purge Melanch 
+ # FOFO. 


— — oy 


oly. 


A* my paſt Life is mine no more, 
| The flying Hours are gone, 
Like tranſitory Dreams giv'n o're, 
Whoſe Images are kept in ſtore, 

By Memory alone. 


Whatever is to come is not, 
Hlo can it then be mine? 

The preſent Monent's all my Lot, 
And that as faſt as it is got, 

_ Phillis is only thine, 


Then talk not of Inconſtaucy, 

, Falſe Hearts and broken Vows g 

If 1 by Miracle can be; 

This long-liv'd Minute true to thee, 
its all that Heav'n allows. 
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Hen 1050 my Str phon anguiſh, 
With Lucinda's Charms oppreft z 
When I ſee his Pain and Anguiſh, 
Pity moves my tender Breaſt : 
Sighs ſo oft, and Tears ſo moving, 
Who can (ce and hold from Loving? 
Sighs ſo oft, and Tears ſo moving, 
Who can ſce and hold from Loving, 


| Strephor? s plain and humble Nature, 

Mov'd me firft to hear his Tale; 
Strepbon's Truth by ev'ry Creature, 

"Il proclaim'd through all the Vale: 


There's not a Nyinph that wou'd not chuſe him 
Why ſhould I alone refuſe bim Ei: 


There's not, Cc. 
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TN vain ſhe ſro uns, in vain ſhe trys 
The Darts of her diſdainful Eyes; 
She Rill is Charming, ſtill is fait, 
And muſt Love, tùho' I Deſpair: 
Nor can I of my Fate con plain, or ber Diſdain, 
Who would not die, to be 10 ſweetly Slain. 


Like thoſe ho M:zick Spells employ, 
At diſtance wounds and does d- -ftroyz 
She kills with her ſevere Diſdain, 
And abſent I eudure the pain. | 
But ſpare, O ſpare your Cruel Art! 
The Fatal Dart 
Stabs your own Image in your Lover's Heart, 
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L Laurinda ! blame not me, 


f on your Beauteous Looks I gaze; 
How can I help it, when I ſce | 
Something to charming in your Face! 


That like a bright unclouded Sky, 
When in the Air the Sun-beams play; 


It raviſhes my wandring Eye, | 
And warms me with a pleaſing Ray. 
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N the World con ever a Trade be found 
Like Gardiners, which repleniſh the Ground, 
And makes the Earth by Providence's Hands, 
Yicld great fruition unto the Land ? 
Io Mortals we render plenty 
of Diſhes fine and dainty 
As Fruit and Sallats, 
To Fang the Palates 
Of each Man, 
Which is a Leſſon to teach Mai 
How we Gard'ners gain the Praiſc, 
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Before that Adam in Paradiſe he 
Had taſted of the forbidden Tree, 


It was unlawful for any to Kill, 
Or the Blood of living Creatures to ſpill g 
The Fruit and the Herbs were ordained 


Whereby they ſhould be ſuftained, 
Without any Strangling, 
Or Killing and Mangling 
Ren Creatures: 
Can any Maxim be greater? 
For the Gardiners chiefeft Praiſe, 


The Metropolitan Gardiners Trade, 
While Earth continues, can never Fade, 
For from the Ground we raiſe up a ftore, 
To pleaſure the Rich, and nouriſh the Poor. 
Our Trade is the World's Phyfician, 
To ſuit each Patient's Condition : 
Poor whatever ceales, 
We heal moſt Di ſeaſes 
Of all Men, = 
That happens, or ever befall Men. 
Thus we Gardiners gain the Praiſe, 


The skilful Doctors might pick their Nails, 
If ever the Trade of the Gardiners fails, 
For by our Herbs, the rareſt Compounds 


Are made to cleanſe and to heal the Wounds, 
That incident happens to any, 


And is well known unto many 
That have been pained, 
And ſorely complained 
Of Sorrow, | 
Yet have found Eaſe on the Morrow, 
Thus-we Gardiners gain the Praiſe. 
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The Second Part. 
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N the Gardiner's Paradiſe ſweetly grows, 
Carnations, Pinks, and the Damask Roſe, 
8 With hundreds of Flowers, whoſe fragrant Scent 
'  _ Enjoyns in one for to yield Content. 
| Where Mortals may raviſh t heir Senſes 
| With Odours and ſweet Influences, 
Na | That comes from the Flowers, 


Which ſayouring Showers 
| | Sets ika 
ö And pretty Birds are ſinging 
5 EE Pleaſant Notes in the Gardiners Praiſe, 
All ſorts of Apples, with Pears and Mulberries, 


Vuts, Grapes and Pippins, with black and red Chetr ves, 
Rare Peaches, Plums, Apricocks and Quinces, 
To Pleaſure the Eye and the Palate of Princes. 
Can any poſſeſs ſuch a Treaſure, 
And not be enjoyed with Pleaſure : 
Where Currants and Gooſeberries, 
'Rasberries and Strawberries 
| Invites you: | 
Then taſte of the Fruit that Delights you, 
And you'll render the Gardiners Praiſe. 


4 1 
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What Fleſh is fitting for Man to Eat, 
| | Untill our Herbs do ſavour the Meat @ 
To Roaft or Boyd, they anſwer both, 
| As Sawce and Sallads, and Herbs for Broth ; 
Our fragant Garden preſents yon 
Each ſeveral Kinds to content you: 
Baum, Time, Winter-Savory, 
Mint, Sage, and Roſemary, 
| Whoſe Sweetneſs 
. | Orders the Food with Compleatneſs; 
| This aſpires the Gardiners ms | 
: 


What 
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What Plants and Roots, and various things. PE 
To pleaſure the Word, in the Garden Springs: 
The Artichoak, Cabbage, and Colliflower, 
And Coleworts our Garden affords a power, 
With Parſnips and Carrots and Onions, 
"Young Cucumbers, Beets and Muskmelons, | —— 1 
And all things to eat | 
With thoſe kinds of Meat 
That's Ordained, Ft 
Or in the World is contained, 
'Thus we Gardiners gain the Praiſe. 
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Sir William Butlers Bald Cn. 
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Ell T n ſay that for Sir William Butler's bald Colt, 
He's as good as any's in the Town- a; 
ay more than that, Sir William Butier's Bald Colt 
Has kick'd many a Man down- 4. | | 
Toll. toll, &c, | My 
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215 Gaffer Hunt ran after Sir Viliam Butler's balt Colt; 


Why, that was as much as to ſay, as if Sir N iliam Butler's. 4 


Sir William Butler s bald Colt clapt his Ears in his Pole, 


Or it he had'nt claw'd his Arſe with Birch, 
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Crying out, Ho, Ball, Ho, ſtand-a : (bald Colt: 


Was at wy Gaffer Zum Command 4, 


And ran moſt lamentable; (bald Colt, 


But for my Gaffer Hunt to catch Sir Wilian Butler's. 5 


_ G----2----$ he was not able. 
To!, tol, KC. | 


My Gaffer Hunt follow'd Sir iam Butler's bald Colt, 

As far as Enſbam Church-a, (bald Colt, 

And if my Gaffer Hunt had caught Sir Villiam Butler 3 

He had claw'd his Arſe with Birch 4. 
Tol, tol, &c. 


He had firk'd his Cods with Holly; 
But for my Gaffer Hunt to ſet his Wit to Sir iam 
(Butler Sbald C olt,, 

G28, was but a Folly, | 
| Tol, tol, & c. 


At laſt Sir William Butler's bald Colt, | 
Jump'd into another Man's Ground«a, 
And there my Gaffer Hunt he caught Sir William Butler's 


bald Col | 
And put him in the Pound: 4. 
70%. fol * 
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NE, field Common, I met a Wonen, 
a bringing Nor tb. Hall Water to the Town ; 
Said 1 fair Maiden, you're heavy laden, 
IU tight and give you ea{c in a green Gown z 
Says ſhe, 'tis good Sir, to ſtir the Blood Sir, 
for the Green- ſickneſs,. Friend, will make me like it ; j | 
Then in a minute I left my Gennet, | 
and went afide with her into a Thicket, l 
Then with her leave there, a doſe I gave her, | 
ſhe ſtraight confeſsd her Sickneſs } did nick it, 


nl 
| 
| 


| 


J went to leave her, but this did grieve her, 
for panting on the graſs ſhe did complain, 
_Saying Phyſician, my ſick Condition, 
I fear will ſuddenly return again, 
If you deny me, and don't ſupply me 
with many Potions of your ſweeteſt Pleaſure, RI P 


* 0 
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Then prithee Gallant improve thy Talent, 
fince we have Opportunity, and Leiſure, 
With uch like Greeting, my pretty Sweeting, - 
bh, ſhe icem'd to preſs upon me without meaſure, 
| | 


Tas Summer Weather, we ſat together, 
and chatted all the pleaſant Afternoon, 
No one was near us, to over hear us, 
at length 1 ſaid I'd put my Pipes in Tune, 
To give a Gliſter, with chat | Kiſs'd her, 
ſhe cry'd, another Fit does round me hover, 
. With the green Kuſhes I'll veil my Bluſhes, 
| | for in my Cheeks I know you may diſcover, 
Wnat's my deſite; Love never Tire, 
for Oh! | long, Ilong to be a Mother. 


. 
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With that I told her, that I wou'd hold her, 
2 Guinea to a Groat it ſhould be ſo. 

In nine Months after, a Son or Daughter, 
Will be your lucky lot, D-ar Love, I know, 
Quoth ſhe, you Vapor, and draw your Rapier, 
but yet methinks too ſoon you ſeem to tire, 
I'll ay a Shilling, if you are willing, 

that nine Months hence 1 have not my deſire, 
Except you'll venture, once more to enter, 
alas! the name of Mother I admire. 


Becauſe I'd eaſe her, and fully pleaſe her, 
I cook a Lodging for my Enfield Laſs, 
Who was a Beauty, and knew her Duty, 
the Night we did in youtbful Pleaſures paſs, 
With melting Bliſſes, and charming Kiſſes, | 
on downy Beds ſecure from Wind and Weather, 
And in the Morning by Days adorning, 
we roſe and drank a Glaſs of Wine together, 
With Joys I crown'd her, for then I found her, 
to have a Heart far lighter than a Feather, 
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I having cur'd her, likewiſe afſur'd her, 
if e er it was my luck to come that wayg 
I'd Pawn my honour, to cal} upon her, 
but for that time I could no longer ſtay; 
The loving creature, of pure good nature, 
ſhe gave me twenty Kiſſes when we parted, 
Becauſe ſne never had found ſuch favour, 


ſoft Pleaſures to be ſo diverted, 


Then ſtraight J mounted, for why I counted, 
"twas time I had her company deſerted. 
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Her belly was fill'd as full as her Sack: 
She gapt like a ftuck Pig, and flar d like a Mome > | 
| She Hoyden'd, ſhe fcamper'd, ſhe hotlow'd and whoopt,- 


Oh Nelly, cry'd Celie, thy Cloaths are all mealy, 


Lou moap, mow and ſlubber, why what 4 pox ail ye 2 
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TU Old Wife ſhe ſent to the Miller her Daughter z. 
| To grind her Grift quickly, and ſo return back, 
The Miller ſo work'd it that in Eight months after, 


Young Robin ſo pleas'd her, 
That when ſhe came home, 


And all the day long, 
This, this was her Song, 
Hoy, was ever Maiden ſo Lerricom Poop'd. 


Both backſide and belly are rumpled all ore, 


I'll go to the Miller and know all ye whore. 
She went, and the willer ſo grinding did Ply, 
She came cutting Capers a foot and half high, 
She wadled and ſtradled and hollow'd and whoopt, - 
And all the day long; 
this, this was her Song: 9 00 
Hoy, were ever two Siſters. ſo Lerricom Poop d. 


Then Mary o'th* Dairy, a third of the number, 

Would fain know the cauſe they ſo jigg'd it about, 

The Miller her wiſhes long would not encumber; 

But in the old manner the ſecret made out. 

Thus Cele and Nelly and Mary the mild, | 

Were juſt about Harveſt time all big with child, 

They danc'd in a Hay, and they hollow'd and whoopt, 
And all the day long, 5 

this, this was their Song, | 
Hoy, were ever three Sifters ſo Lerricom Poop d. 5 


N 5 | And. 
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And when they were big they did ſtare on each other, 
And crying oh Siſter what ſhall we now do, 


For all our young Bantlings we have but one Father, 


And they in one month will all come to Town too. 


| ” ©, why did we run in ſuch haft to the Miu, 


To Robin who always the tole-diſh would fill, 

He bumpt up our bellies, then hollow'd and * 'd, 
And all the day long, 
this, this was their Song, 


Hoy, were ever three Sifters ſo Lerricom Poop'd. 
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Joxging on frem yonder Green, 
Oh the pleaſant fight I've ſeen z 
John and Doll:y jog, jog jogging, 
Fobn and Dolley jogging on, 
Themſelves Cooling, Fobney was fooling; 
Cry'd ſhe will you nc'er have done, 


Jogy jog, jog, jog, jog, jog, jogging on, 


The Sun ſhines, make hay, 

Make hay, make hay, make hay good Foby "= 
Hey ho, hey ho, that I might do ſo, 

Jog, jog, jog, Jog, jogging, 
Jog, jog, jog. jog, jogging on. 

Fobn to eaſe her of her pain, 
Ended and begun again, 


He grew weary, Jog, 10g, Jogging, 


She more Cheary, jogging on, 
Cry'd my deary, prithy tarry, 
Sure you han't alreardy done 


Jog: jog, jog, jog, jog, jog, jogging on: 


The Suns down pray ftay, 
Pray ftay, pray ftay, good Foby. 
Hey ho, that I might do ſo, 

Jog, jog, jogging on. 
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i 50 in the Hl of a Winters morn, 


Brother Pick and T went forth into the Barn; 
Io get our ſelves a heat, 


By Thraſhing of the Wheat, 


From the Stack, from the Stack, from the Stack, the Stack: 


The Straus they flew about, 
And the Flails they kept a rout, 
With a Thwack, Thwack, Thwack, Thwack, Thwack, 


Margery came in then with an Earthen Pot, 
Full of Pudding that was piping hot 
a I caught her by the Neck faſt, 
And thank d her for my Preakfaſt. 


With a Smack Oe. 


Then up went her Tail, 
And down went the Elail, 


With 2 Thwack Ee. 


Dick Threſhing dn ery'd « out fie for ſhame, 
Muft 1 beat the Buſh while you catch the Game; - 
Sow your wild oates, 
And mind not her wild notes, 
Of Alack, G. 
Faith I did the Job; 
While the flail bore a bob, 


With a Thyack Cc. 
che ſhook of the ſtraus and did nothing ail, 


Swearing there was no defence againft a fails 
But quietly lay ſtill, 


And bid me fill, fill, fill Ne 5 
Her Sack Sc. 


But *twas all in yain, 


For I had \pilt my Grain, : 
With a Thwack, Cc, 55 . The 
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Country Buwpkin that Trees did grubs 
A Vicar that us'd the Pulpit to drub, 
And two or three more oer a Stoop of ſtrong Bub, 


Late met on a Jolly Occaſion; 
No ill Contriviance to Cheat, or Rob, | 


S 


each in his turn, to ſpeak a dry Bob, ; 
unk as five Lords, and 25 poor as Job, 
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| (theſe ? 
Farmer, Oh, Neighbour, Naahbonr, What Times are 


How long will't be e're we ſhall have a Peace, 
My Coat's out a Elbows, my Breeches at Knees, - 
Oh, Englond, thou art a ſweet Nation, 


The Monſieur goes on in his former way, 
The Troops are ready without their Pay, 
To Rare on each other in Battle Array. 


Oh, Eng land, thou art a ſweet Nation. 


Vicar, The Mob have been to Religion true, 
Pull'd down the Red, and ſet up the Blew : 
They have done their beſt, give the Devil his due, 


With a Prote ſtant act ve Endeavour. 90 


Lawyer. And what no Nation before did dare, 
The Coin is chang'd in a time of War, 
Which ſhews we have Bullion enough and to ſpare. 


Oh, would it may prove ſo for ever. 


Citizen. And tho' Bank Bills we've diſcounted found, 


And that for a hundred, we've got but five Pound, 


"Tis mill'd and its pretty, it ſhines, and its round. 


Oh, England, thou art a ſweet Nation. 


The Clippers Trading is at an end, 


T wiſh it may our Condition mend, 


They've no Coin toclip now, nor we none to ſpend. 


On, Ezglard, thou art a ſweet Nation. 


Courtier. The King his Taxes no o Friend can binten, 


Tho' Jacobites bawl chat we laviſh too much; 
Thar all runs away to the French and the Durch. 


And nothing is left more to drein Boys. 


Citiz. But let us look but within our doors, 

How Backs and Bellies exhauſt our Stores, 

Let s take up our Wives, and let's take down our Whoros, 
We've enough for another Campaign Boys: 
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Conley Tho' Citts cry out that they are undone, 
A Cuckold's Profit can ne er be gone; 
Their Wives are well rigg'd and Gold Laces ſtill on. 
O, England, thou arc a ſweet Nation, 
Lawyer. Tho Goldſmiths break too and ſhat up Door, 
'Tis more to cheat ye, than want of Ore, | = 
For Rogues will be Rogues, whether Wealthy or Poor, 
Oh, England, thou art a ſweet Nation, 


Citizen, Great Joy will come from the Chequer Board, 

When true Effects all our Tallies afford. 

Cour. And all our new Medals come out of their Hoard, 
That, that will be great Conlolation. 

picar. When each Man's Purſe to Our party leans, 

And Senates ſtudy right ways and means. 

Farmer, And large Sums of Gold comes from Biſhops and 

| (Deans, 

| Then, then will be true Reformation, 


Lawyer. Tho! Foreign Gamefters our Ruin Plot, 
And in our Tables perceive a blot, 


We l win the Game afterwards with a why not. 


Oh, England, thou art a ſweet Nation. = 
Poor Britain's Troubles then ſoo relieve, PE” 


And in our ftead, make our Enemies grieve, 
The Peace will be ſettl'd, the Muſes will live. 


Then Fngland will be a ſweet Nation, 


7 


„ 


WOES — = — Mahon mm onde — —— - 
. 


- MAC BALTLOR. 


. 280 Pills fo Purge Mdlancholy 


. 0 * 
* 9 


any: 


QD| | 


9 


== 2 * — — 
== ff 2 EE, 1 —.—— 


2 a woful ſad Ditty to know thou art willing Man, 
Open thy Ears Joy, and then thou ſhalt ſee, 
To London, Mac Balor a ſtout Inistilling Man, 
Seeking Brown Kate, by my Shoul am come eey: 
My Heart is ſore wounded, fore wounded, ſore, 
A ls Boo, Boo, Boo, Boo, bone, 0b bone, bery Mor ab. 
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When the Valiant King William croſs'd over the Boys 
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(Joy, 


And with broken Pates, made Fack Papiſpes flees 
Of Dragoons a brave Troop made a Gallop to joyn Joy, 


And up with the foremoſt by Chreeſht did come cey, 
They were beaten ſore, Curſt and Swore, and did roary 


A la Boo, Boo, Boo, &c. 


When ! went with a Party, I Sung and was merry too, 


Tho' Hunger gives ſmall occaſion to Laugh; 


I without any Grumbling, fought in London. Der too, 


Without one Dram of Snuſh or Uſquebaugh, 7 
Where we fed on Roots, ftinking Fruits, old Jack-Boots, 
Ala Boo, Boo, &. | 


5 3 (there 
In a Skirmiſh near Limerick, on the Bank of the Shannon, 
Many ſtout Teague, were ſlain in time of Vout; 


And at Agrim I narrowly ſcap'd the damn'd Cannon there, 


Catching the Balls by my ſhoul in my Mout, 


But tho' the Guns fpar'd my Bones, Love Gad Zoons, 


A la Boo, Boo, &c. 


That Bully God Mars, tho' a Bug. bear they make him, 


All arm'd like a Gun-ſmith, with Bullets and Fire 


I defy but the little Whelp Cupid, plague take him, 


Makes me grunt and doze like a Hog in the Mire : 
She had Iriſh Size, Engliſh Eyes, fat Dutch Thighs, 
A la Boo, Boo, Boo, &c. 


Heav'n make me a Cobler, or make me a Broom-man; 


Or cry Pudding, what a Plague call ye it i'th* Streets; 


So I may no more pogve the Hone of a Woman, 
Deel tauk me t has har'd me quite out of my Wits, 
For when 1 get drunk, toap a Funk, in comes Punk. 
Ala Boo, Boo, Boo, Boo, bove, Ob bone, hery morah, 
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on a Beariful Young Lady, walking in 
| " Ham. Walks. 
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W 7 As it ſome Cherbim. 
Sent down my Soul to uin; 
Or was it Beauties Queen, 
Bleſſing the Grove : 


Was it a Star from high, 
Drop'd from the — SS | of 


Or ſome divinity, 
Rangeing above. 
No, no, no, ah'l no. no, no, 
Twas Soul delighting Celimene z 
She whole Grace, 
And charming Face, 
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Inſpires all with Love. ba- 
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* fond of his peaceful retirement far RA the 
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Damon's Retirement. 
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(town, 
With ſweet Cloris upon the freſh bank of Avon ſate down : 
Folding Arms there about her ſoft Neck, ye Pow'rs divine 
He cry'd, how vain are the * orlds gaudy trifles when Clo- 


(ri is mine. 


„Poor Auguſta each hour thou werived new troubles ſtill 


(brings. 
Toſt and tumbled and banden ahout, twixt Senates and 


(Kings; 
ä "Time revolving thou ne'er art ſecure of what is me. .-- 
Then ah how happy am I that am lure that dear Cloris is 


(mine, 


View 
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( with a cloud, 
View the Country in ſpite of the peace complaining are 


: (loud; 
View the City, they'll ſwear their unhappy Frades de 


(cline, 
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Pe in | devotion. 
Bred from tender years; 


From my Loving motion, 
Still was call'd to Prayer's : 
{ I made muckle buſtle, 
N Love's dear fort to win: 
Baut the Kirk Apoftle, | 
Told her 'twas a Sin. | He 


View the Court. and the Rays that ſhine there are dim 4 


Then bleft am! that can tay, Health a Bottle aud Eloris 
2 | | | fare _ 


Fa 
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Faſting and repentance, | 
And ſuch Whining Cant; 
With the Dooms-day ſentence, 
FPFrigbted my young Saint, 
He taught her the Duty, 
Heavenly joys to know 3 
I that lik'd her Beauty, 
Taught her thoſe below: 


Nature took my part ftill, 
Senſe did Reaſon blind; 
That for all his Art ſtil, 
She to me inclin'd : 
Strange delight hereafter, 
Did ſo dull appear; 
She as I had taught her, 
Vow'd to ſhare em here. 


Faith *tis worth your Laughter; 
Mongſt the canting Race; 
Neither Son nor Daughter, 
Ever yet had Grace: 
Peppy on the Sunday, 
With her Daddy vext; 
Came to me on Monday, 
And forgot his Text. 
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Was when Summer was Roſie, 
1 Ina Woods and Fields many a Poſy; 
li When late young Flaxen-hair'd Nelly, 
5 Was way-ly'd by bonny black Wiley : 
ll He Oagled her, and Teiz'd her, 
He Smuggled her and Squeez'd her, 
He Grabbled her too very near the Belly; 
She cry'd 1 never will hear ye, 
Oh Lore ! oh Lord ! I can't bear ye, 
Te tickle, tickle ſo, tickle, tickle ſo, . 


Soon the fit tho' was over, 
And Nelle) her Breath did recover 3 : 
When Willy bated his Wooing, 
And cooly prepar'd to be going: 
| When Nelly tho he teiz'd her, 
And Grabbled her and :quezez'd. her, 
Cry'd, ſtay alittle 1 vow and ſwear 1 could kin ye 
Another touch I can bear ye, | 
Oh Lord! ! Oh Lord ! I will hear ye, 
Then tickle me un, tickle me again, Wil ey, 
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Hen for Air 
7 I take my Mare, 
And mount her firſt, 
- S$She-walks juſt thus, 
Her Head held low, 
And Motion flow; - 
With Nodcing, Plodding 3 

Wagging, Jogging, 

_ Daſhing, ee a 
Snorting, Starting, 
Whimſically ſhe goes. 
Then whip ftirs up. 

Trott, Trott, Trott; 
Ambling then with eaſy ſlight, 
She riggles like a Bird at Night; 

Her ſhuffling hitch, 
Regales my Britch 


Whilf Trott, Trott, Trott, Trott, 


Brings on the Gallop, 
The Gallop, the Gallop, 
The Gallop, and then a ſhort 
Trott, Trott, Trott, Trott. 
Strait again up and down, 
Up and down, up and down, 
Till ſhe comes home with a Trott, 
When Night dark grows. 


Juft ſo Phillis, 
Fair as Lillies 2 

As her Face is, 

Has her Paces: 


And in Bed too, 


Like my Pad too; 
Nodding, Plodding, 

Wagging, Jogging, 
Daſhing, Plaſhing, 
Flirting, Spirting 3 
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Artful 
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Artfull are all her was, | 
Hearts thump Pitt, Patr, 

- Frott, Trott, Trott, Trott. 


Ambling, then her Tongue gets looſe, 


Whilſt wrigling near I Preſs more clole ; 
| Ye Devil ſhecrys3 - © _—- 


Tu Tear your Eyes; 


- When Mane ſeiz'd, 


Bum ſqueez "4. 


I Gallop, I Gallop, 1 Gallop, I Gallop, 
And Trott, Trott, Trott, Trott, 


Stright agen up and down, 


Up and down, up and down; 
Till the laſt Jerke with a Trott, 
Ends our Love chaſe. 
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J=: Monarchs fight for Pow'r aud Fame, 
With noiſe and Arms Mankind Alarm: 
Let daily fears their quiet fright, 


And fears diſturb their reſt at Night: 


Greatneſs ſhall ne er my Soul enthrall, 
Give me content and I have all. 


Hear mighty Love, to thee I call . 
Give me Aſtrea ſhe's my all, | 
That Soft, that Sweet, that charming Fair, 


Pate cannot hurt while I have her; 


She's Wealth and Pow'r and only ſhe, 
Area S all ene World to me. : 
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Irin I'm wiſhing, ſtill deſiriag, 
Still ſhe's giving, I requring | 
Yet each gift I think too (mall, | 
Still the more J am preſented, 
Still the leſs I am contented ; 3 | 
Tho' ſhe vows the has given me all 


Can Druſilla give no more? 
Has ſhe Laviſh'd all her ſtore? 
| Muft my Hopes to nothing fall? 
Oh you know not half your treaſure z 
Give me more, give over meaſure, __ 
Yet you can never, never give me all. 
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LE LON —— — AGES” wo ̃˙³A ems © — — — - —— 
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A SONG. 


I the Souldiers rejoyce, 

With a general Voice; 

And the Senate New honours decree 'em ; 
Who at his Armies head, 
Struck the fell Monſter dead; 3 


And ſo boldly, fo boldly and bravely did free em. 


To Mars let em raiſe, 5 
And their Emperors praiſe, 
A Trophy of the Armies own mak'ng, 
To Maximinian too, 
| Some honours are due; 
Who joy in the brave undertakings 


_— 


With Flowers let 'em firow, 
The way as they go; | 
Their Statues wich Garlands adorning, 
| Who from Tyrannies night, | 
' Drove the miſt from their ſight 3 
And Zave em a Olorlous morning. 
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A SONG. 
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W Hat ſhall 1 do ſhew how much I love her, 
How many Millions of Sighs can ſuffice z 

That which wins other Hearts ne'er can move her, 
Thoſe common methods 8 Love ſhe'll deſpiſe © 
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1 will Love more than Man cer Loy'd before me; 


Gaze on her all the day, and melt all the night, 
Till for her own ſake at laſt ſhe*ll implore me, 
To Love her leſs to preſerve cur delight. 


Since gods themſelyes could not ever be Loving, 


Men muſt have breathing Recruits for new Joy; 
I wiſh my Soul could be ever Improving, 

Tho' eager Love, more than ſorrow deſtroys. 
In fair Aurelia's Arms, leave me expiring, 
To be Imbalm'd with the ſweets of her breath z 


To the lat moment I'll {till be defiring z 


Never had Hero ſo ee a Death, 
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Ould Man his wiſh obtain, 
How happy would he be? 
But wiſhes ſeldom gain. 
And hopes are but in vain, 
If Fortune diſagree : 
Pity ye Pow'rs of Love, 
Our Infelicity. 
Why ſhould the Fades conſpire, 
"To fruſtrate my deſire, 
Since Love's a gentle fire, 
That keeps the World alive: 
Put me it puts to pain 3 
| It makes me wiſh in vain, in vain, 
Nor promiſe any hopes to give. 
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] love, and ſtill I view, 
| Yet dare not toll my mind yz. 
Should I my Flames purſue, 
It might that Bliſs undo, 
| Which is for her deſign'd. 5 
ö 5 A Og far above, LO / 
| More laſting, rich, and kind 6 
Though hopes ſuccelſsleſs prove 
My Heatt ſhall ne'er remove 
From wiſhing of her Love, 
In Fortunes Triumphs lead: 
And though it baniſh me, 
If ſhe but happy be, 
; 'Twold pleaſe my Ghoſt when Lin dead, 
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Hy does the Morn' in Bluſhes riſe, 
Tell me O God of day? 
Clarona, ch | Clorona's Eyes, 
Out-ſhine the brighteſt Rays. 
*Tis true, *tis true, ſhe's far wore bright, 
Dim taper God be gone, 2H 
And hide thy baffled Beams in Night, 
Let her rule Day alone, 


e 


11 


— 


. ̃˖ ——-— —-—¾' 


— — 
. 


v ̃ v — RE En 
3 | 


Dar. 0 


Pills to Purge Melancholy. | | 297 | 3 


If Anchorite-like, full twenty Years 
On Earth's cold Bed I'd lain, 

And wood the Gods with Fafts and Pray” rs, 
Celeſtial Crowns to gain: 


| Yet after all, could you but love, 


No more would I purſue: 


The endleſs ſearch of Joys above; e 1 


But find out Heay'n in you. 


w r 


FRESH 


PF rmx hoody Wully Craig, Pies 
Farweel to au thy broken Uows to me: 


Thou waft a. lovely Lad, 


When on the Graſs thou tempted'ſt me, 
Full oft have I dry'd mine Eyn, 


When by my ſela to milking I have bean: 


Oft have I giſt the Green, 


Where Fully vow d to de my Swain. 
| O 5. „ 
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Sea neat was my conny Lad, 


With new Ruſſet Shoon, and ala Band 3 


But now he's won his way. 


— 


With Maiden - head, and Leve and au: 
His Locks were ſea finely ſeam d 
And ſhone as bright as any in the Land z. — 


But now he's won his way, 


With Maiden-head, and Lere and au. 


Iſe ene thraw away my Skeel, 


And gang nea mere te yonder fatal Brow, 
Where I was pleaſ'd ſea weel, 
But now I feel mere ner others do-: 


2 He took me by the wulling hand, 


And vow'd to Hea'n how he wad —.— be, i 


When levingly we laid 


Under the ſhade of the Wullow. tree, | 


But ah! when the Loon had deun, 


He nothing mere of Love cou'd ſhew z 


Zut now he's won his way, 


With Maiden- head, and Leve and ad. 
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My Weam now. begins to fill, 
And ſeun the bonny Bird will crow, 
Tho' he has won his way, 
With Maiden-head, and Leve and au. 
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qu Courts, Ambition kills the Great; 
| In Cities, ſtrive for needleſs Gain; 1 4 
Some do in Battels meet their fate, ll 
But 1 by Love, by Love, am ſlain; - | | 
| Phaeton by Thunder, Thunder dy'd, 
| Prometheus by the Vultures Pain 3 
This doom'd for Stealth, and that for Pride;. A þ 

But I by Love, by Love am ſain, . 


— 


Let noiſy deſperate Fools be brave, 
And build up Trophies to the SE); 
My only Wiſh, ye Gods, I have, of 
When at C lorinda s Feet I die: 
When I, like ſome, to Greatneſs horn, 
To Fame and Empire rais'd up high; 
That Fame, that Empire I wou'd ſcorn, - 
And at Corindas Feet vou a die 
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Bl Here is one black and ſullen hour, be 
\|\_ Which Fate decreed our Life ſhould knows. 
j | Elſe we ſhould flight Almighty Pow'r, 
/ [ 2 with the Joys we find below, _ 

Tis paſt, dear Cynthia? now let Frowns be gone, 
1 A long long Penance I have done; 
oF A long long Penonce I have done, 
nw For Crimes alas! to me unknown... 


| 
=: each ſoft Hour of filent Night, 
8 Your ny in my Dreams appears; 
Izgraſp the Soul of my Delight, 
1 Slumber in Joy, but wake in Tears. | 
4 | Ah faithleſs charming Saint! what will you do „ 


* 


* * 


Let me not think I am by you !. 
Let me not think Lam by you 
MEL 2 loy d worſe, for being true. 3 
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A Dialogue between Philander, and Sylvia : 


| Eil. Na Deſärt in Greenland, 


Where the Sun ne'er cafts Eye, 
La contempt of all the World. 
a I con live with thee my Joy. 
Sylvia, On the Sands of ſcorched Africk, 
| Where the Sun burnt Natives fry 3 
Bleſt with thee my dear nes, 
I cou'd choſe to live and die, 


Pbilan. No o Nymph, with her fly ſubtle Art, : 
ſhall have pow'r to ſteal my Heatt | | 

Th art all in all in evry part; 
Ea ch Vein of me ſhall ever be panting for love of tee: 
Oi. No Swain with his Wit, Wealth, or Art 


E'er ſhall have pow'r to _—_ my Heart; 
Thou art all in all in ev' ry 


— 


| Each Ve: of me ſhall ever be panting for loye of 75, 
| T1 6 
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The Serenade, a Song in the Injur'd Princeſs or a fata! 


ry Mager, Set by Colonal P ack, 


— — 


7 Pill to Purge Melancholy, ; * 


*T He Larks awake the drouzy morn. 
1 My deareft lovely Chloe riſe, 
And with thy dazling Rays adorn, 
The Ample World and Azure Skies: 
Each eye of thine out-ſhines the Sun, 
Tho deckt in all his light, 

As much as he excells the Moon, - 

Or each (mall twinkling Star at 
Or Meteor of the Night. 
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No Conquer d ſlave in Triumph bore, ny 


Feed me with ſmiles that I may life.. 


, er een 
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Look down and ſee your Beauty's power 
See, ſee the heart in which you reign; 


Did ever wear ſo ſtrong a Chain: 


Til ne'er wiſh to be free; 4 
Nor ever hope for kind Reprieve, 
Or Loves grateful bondage leave, 

For Immortality, e 
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[| ui, that J once was bleſt, 
Is now the torment of my breaſt: | | 
Since to cure me, ED ont las 
 .._ You bereave me, | 
Of the Pleaſure I pefſels, ; | 
Cruel Creature to decaive me, 1 
Firſt to Love and then to leave me 3 


| 
Cruel Creature to deceive me, 
Firſt to Love and then to leave me. ; 
; 
Had you the Bliſs refus'd to grant, | 
I then had never known the want; e 
e JJ ͤãĩð ̊ >. , 
Once the Bleſſing, | | 
Is the cauſe of my complaint : 3 | 
onee poſſeſſing is but taſting, - | l 4 
.?Tis no Bliſs that is not laſting. | ps En, 
Celia, now is mine no more, ; 
But I'm hers and muſt adore; 5 f 
Nor to leave her, 3 
Will endeavour, . 
Charms that captiv'd me before, 8 
No unkindneſs can diſſever, N 8 
Love that's true is love for ever. \ 
* | 
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Fe: Iris I ſigh and hourly die, 5 

But not for a Lip nor a languilhing Eye; 
She's Fickle and Falſe, and there wee agree, 
Oh! theſe are the Virtues that Captivate me: 
We neither believe what either can ſay, 
And neither believing we neither betray. 


N 22 . 


*Tis civil to ſwear and fay things of conrſe, 


We mean not the taking for Better for Worſe, 


When preſent we Love, when abſent agree, 


1 think not of Iris, nor Iris of me: 


The Legend of Loye, no couple can find, gs 
80 ealie to part, and fo caſily joyn d. 4 


Pill to Purge Melancholy, 
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FEE SEES 


Hen Aurelia firſt I Courted, rg 

She had Youth and Beauty too 3 ta 
Killing Pleaſures when ſhe Sported, , 

And her Charms were ever New; _ 
Conqu' ring Time does now deceive * 1 

- Which her Glories did uphold .:. 

All her Arts can ne'er retrieve her, 

Poor Aurelia's growing old. 


The Airy Spirits which invited, 
Are retir'd, and move no more; 
And her Eyes are now benighted, 

Which were Comets heretofore: 3 
Want of theſe abates her merits, | 
Vet T've Paſſion for her Name; 
H kind and Active Spirits 
Kindle, and maintain che Flame. 


4 25 EAN 


* 
— ˙·¹ —˙üÄͤ EI” 


Appy the Time when free from Love, 
| 41 rang'd the Woods and ev'ry Grove; 
I minded not the Great Ones Fall, 
Nor whom Ambition did enthrall, 
J minded not, &c. 


'My only care was how to keep, | 
From cruel Wolves my harmleſs Sheep: 


But tho from Wolves my Sheep I kept, 
None could my Heart from Love protect. 
But tho, &c, „ 


There is not one upon theſe Plains, 
That Loves like me of all the Swains; 
But I have learn'd now to my coſt, 
That who Love's beſt muſt ſuffer moſt, 


| * But I bave, &c. 


zes Tizi to Purge Melanchoh. 
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6 the Shade, upon the Graſs, 
Where Nymphs and Shepherds lyes 
Will was courting of a Laſs, 
And Nell ſtood liſtning by: 
Quoth Vid, You will not tarry 
1wo Months before you marry; 
Fye, no, fye, no, never tell me oz. 
For a Maid I'll live and dye. 
Quoth Nell, 80 will not J. 


Long Debates in Hopes and Fears, 
With Kiſſes mixt between, 

With a Song he charm'd her Ears 
How Minds have alter'd been; 

Finding his Love grown ftronger, 

For fear of ſtaying longer, 


Cry'd, Good now, pray now, If you lope me let me go 1 


For fear you change my Mind, 


And leave my Heart behind, oy on” g 
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AV fit Europe is alarm'd with Wars 
And Rome foments the Chriſtian Jars 
Whilſt Europe is alarm'd with Wars, 
And Rome foments the Chriſtian Jars 3 
Whilſt guilty Britain fears her Fate, 

And would repent her Crimes too late, 

And would re-pen—t her Crimes too late. 


Here ſafe in my confin'd retreat, 
I ſee the Waves about me beat, 
And envy none, and envy none, 
That dare be great, : 
Envy none that dare be great. 


A quiet Conſcience, and a Friend, | 
Help me my happy Hours to ſpend ; - 

Let Celia to my Cell reſort, 

She turns my Priſon to a Court. 
Inftead of Guards by day and night, 
Let Celia ſtill be in my Sight, 

And then they need not fear my flight, 


1 | 

| | 5 Could ſenſe of Servile fear prevail, 

ll Or could my Native Honour fail, 
Her ſight would all my Doubts controul, 

And give me back my peaceful Soul. 

|" Sach charming Truths her Words contain; 

"8 Oc if her Angel Voice refrain, 

1 Her Eyes can neyer plead in vain, 
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He Fire of Love in Vouthfull Blood, 

Like what is kindled in bruſh Wood, 
But for a moment burns : 

Yet in that moment makes a mighty Noiſe, 

It crackles, and to Vapours turns, 


And ſoon it ſelf, it ſelf deſtroys, 


And ſoo it ſelf, it ſelf deſtroys, 


But when crept into Aged Veins, 
It lowly burns, and long remains: 
And with a ſullen Heat, a 
Like Fire in Logs, it glows and warms 'em lung; | 
And tho' the Flame be not ſo great, 
Yet is the Heat, the Heat as ſtrong, 
Yet is the Ne the Heat as ſtrong. 


Fuge the Darling Shades [ love, | 
The calm retirement. of my Life. 
Where Pleaſures boundleſs as above, 

Free from all Envy, Noiſe, or Strife: 
No Paſſions cer infeſt the Plains, - 
Contentment there immortal reigns; 


No Pafſions e er infeſt the Plains, Ce. 


* 


Were I to chooſe what Fate denies, — 
Could I command my Frowing Stars, 
Cities ſhou!d in Confuſion lie, 
___ Fer I'd embrace their reſtleſs Cares: 
Oh! that 1 might near gentle Streams,, 
Spend * dull Hours M Golden Dreams. | = of 
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| 
PROLOGUE, By Sir John Falſtaff. _ | 


EE Britains, ſee, one half before your Eyes, | 

Of the Old Falſtzff, lab'ring to ariſe : þ 
Curſe on the ſtrait-lacd Traps, and French Machines ; 
None but a Genius can aſcend theſe Scenes. 1 


Once more my Engliſb Air I breath again, _ 2 
And ſmooth my double Ruff, and double Chin | 
Now let me ſee what Beauties gild the Sphere 
Body o'me, the Ladies ftill are Fairz *A 
The Boxes ſhine, and Galleries are full, 75 
Such were our Bona Roba s at the Bull: 
But Supream Fove! what waſhy Rogues are here 
Are theſe the Sons of Beef and Engliſh Beer ? : 
Old Pharach never dream'd of kine fo Lean g i] 
” This comes of meagre Soop, and ſowre Champeign. 
Degenerate Race, let your old Sire adviſe, 5 
If you defire to fill the Fair one's Eyes, „„ 
Drink Unctuous Sack, and emulate my Size. $ f 
Your half-flown Strains aſpire to humble Bliſs, 
And proudly aim no lower than a Kiſs; 
Till quite worn out with acting Beau's and Wits, = 
Your all ſei. crawling to the Gravel-pits ; „ 
Pretending Claps, there languiſhing you lie, 
And like the Maids, of the Green-lickneſs die: 


P The 
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tube Caſe was other when we rnl'd the Roaſt, 
| We Robb'd and Raviſh'd, but you Sight and Toa ft, 


But bere ! ſee a fide-Box better lin'd, 
Where old plump Fack in Miniature I find, 
"Tho they're but Turnſpits of the Maſtiff kind. 


| 
I If you'd appear my Sons, defend my Cauſe, 
| | And let my Wit and Humour, meet Applauſe * 

| | S$hew you diſdain thoſe nauſeous Senes to tafte, 
ill Where French Buffoon's like honeſt Switzer dreſt, 
Turns all good Fellowſhip to Farce and Jeft, 
haniſh ſuch Apes, and ſave the ſinking Stage, 


On ſuch let your deſcending Scourge be trydz. 
W Preſerye plump Fack, and baniſh all befide. 


| 1 Half-bred they ſeem, mark'd with the Mungrel Curſe, | 
1 Oons, which amongft you dare attempt a Purſe? 


2 


Let Mimicks and ſqueaking Eunuchs feel your Rage; 


Richmond E L I. S. 
By Mr, Herbert. 


I Landufia 1 Nymph of this fair Spring, 
Appear, while we your Vertues ſing; 
While {welling Notes do raiſe your Name, 
* And flowing Numbers ſpread your Fame, 


dec! round your Wells we thronging ftand ; 
ow gently wave your Sacred Wand, 

ad touch the yielding Mountains brow, 
4nd let your healing Waters flow, 


— — — — = _— 


And purge a raving Poet's Brains. 


© You mingle with *em pureſt Air, 
The greateſt Dainties here we ſee? 


With what Varieties the brighe, 
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They cure the Thinking Matron's Spleen; 
The Longing Virgins fickly Green, 
Cool the Good-Fellows Glowing Veins, 


Which ftreams from Hills that touch the Sky,. 
That ſpacious Valley vield the Fair, 
Which feeds the vaſt luxurious Eye, 


Delicious Villa's ſweeteſt Groves; 
Each thing in full maturity, 
Which courts the Eye, or Fancy moves. 


The noble Thames regales the Sight! 
Cover'd with Barks, which Plenty brings 
The ſweets of Zephyr's laden Wings, 


His glyding by Elſon Fields, 


In frequent Twines ftrange Pleaſure yields 3 


And thoſe ſo near fair watry Plains, 
Where ride ſuch Royal Fleets of Swains. 


Two Chiefs Tve ſeen with pleaſing pain, 


A long and bloody Fight maintain, 4 
Ruffled and under Sail like Fove, | 
Steming the ſtronger Tide of Love. 


P 2 
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The PA wy p OET : or the Power of Love. 


1 in a Letter, From a Mean Perſon to a 
C ounteſs.. 


Bad faireſt of the Graces, read my Lines, 

Thou, that ſo juftly with that Title ſhines; 

Let Love's ſoft Fire by degrees diffuſe, 

And warm your ſnowy Breaſt as you peruſe; 

Mie the Pierian Siſters do approve, | 

Not one of all the Nine, diſdains my Love. 

A thouſand Beauteous Nymphs have ſought my Bed, 

A thouſand Girls challeng d the Vows IL made, 

All Galatea, were deſpis'd by me, 

As ſoon as I had hopes of Bedding thee ; 

And if thou wilt thy Sacred Poet wed, 

The Muſes ſhall adorn the Bridal Bed: 

_ Orpheus ſhall ſtrike bis high reſounding Wire, 
And great Apollo touch his ſofter Lyre: 

Clio ſhall be thy Hand-maid, and for State, 

The Graces in thy Bed- Chamber ſhall wait. 

But leaſt you ſhould my Love contemn or jeer, 

Somthing I have to whiſper in your Ear: 

On Mount Parnaſſus I've a little Farm, 

*T will match thy portion, ſo there is no harm: 

Here Ivy Lawrels grow, which crown my Themes, 
And Wit's ſtill flowing in my purling Streams. 

From hence, the Glories of the World you ſeep. 

Parnaſſus tops are Paradiſe to me. 

My way to Heaven's ſhort, Pegaſus flies, 

And, free as air, ſoon mounts me to the Skies. | 

Minerva has a noble Seat near mine, 
80 has Apollo, ſo the Sacred Nine. 


Then, 
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Then, all the Poets my Companions are, 1 
They, and ſweet Muſick, ftill my Spirits cheer: 
Homer and Virgil in their turns rehearſe ;: 
The two great Maſters in Heroick Verſe. 
| The Satyriſt diyerts, when ſcourging Knaves 
And ſomtimes he Corrects my Pilf“ ring Slaves. 
Dear Horace makes me ſmile, my Spleen at height; 
His tickling Muſe oft makes me Laugh out-right,. 
Muſæus, Hero and Leander ſings, 
And Heſiod's Verſe relate moſt wondrous things: 
No, Theoeritus Paſtoral Refines, ” 
Pythagoras Morals draws in Golden Lines: 
Blind Aged Homer bloody Battles writes, 
| Whilſt youthful , 0vid  Billet-deux indites : 
And Mercury from Phabus came juſt now, 
And brought theſe Lawrel Branches for thy Brow, 
From Niſa's top, he's now a calling. thee, 5 
And ſummons all the Tribe of Poeſie: 
A Banquet for you Poets doe's Prepare, 
And rich old Nev#ar crowns the Bill of Fare: 
You've Water from the clear Pegaſean Fount, 
And thou ſhalt fleep on quiet Cyrrba's Mount. 
Here Verſe runs fireaming from the Sacred Spring;. 
And when thou wak'ft, thou wilt like Eunius Sing. 
Orpheus, Arion will be here and Play,  _ 
And all the Nymphs and Satyrs' dance the Hay.. 
This Mercury did grant at my deſire, 
| And I will add thee to the Muſes Choir. 
| With Goddefles, thy Sociates, ſhalt thou play, 
| They ſhall be Bride-maids on the wedding-days- - 
| Clio and all her Siſters I'll invite, _ 
Minerva too ſhall throw the Hoſe at Night.“ 


* 
* 
— . — — — ” — 


—— — — — or 0 Or ere * —— 


Divine Apollo late did Viſit me; 

My Cottage ſeem'd to pleaſe: his Deit - _ 

My Lawrel Crown was ſent me by that God, 

| And Mercury for Scepter, left his Rod. 1 5 
4 35 | | 
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My Houſe is on the Fam'd Parnaſſus Hill, f 

Where my two Steeds, of Nectar drink their fil: 
A King I am; in Phocis reign, and fit 

On Great Tibubus Throne, that Prince of Wit. 

Cyrra's the kingdom that's defign'd for thee, } 
And when we Bed, thou ſhalt be Queen of me: 5 
And when the Ivy Wreath's fixd on thy Brow, 

The Nymphs- ſhall frown and Envy as they Bow. 5 
In the ſame Chariot thou ſhalt with me ride, 
And Pegaſus himſelf ſhall draw my Bride. 

He'll carry thee my Spouſe, up to the Skies, 
Thou ſhalt be Pallas as the Chariot flies. 
As. Phæbus through the world does dart his Rays, 

And from the Throne his Lucid Realms ſurveys: 
So through the Otbs, my Verſe refulgent ſhines, 
All ſhall be full of my moſt dazling Lines: 

My Fame ſhall laft, Ages to come ſhall know it; 

The ſelf.ſame day ſhall end the Sun and Poet. 

Romantick Flames ſhall burn the Starry Plain, 
And Earth and Seas be Chaos once again. | 
My Verſe ſhall on the Gen'ral Pile Expire, 

Mine and the World's, one Flame ſhall ſet on Fire 

Angels ſhall mourn the Fate of this World's Frame 
And ſnatch my Works from the devouring Flame. 

The droſſy part of Earth, of Verſe conſumes, 

The bleſt remains aſcend in hallow'd Fumes. 

From Thunder, Lightning, are my Verſes ſafe, 

The pointed Flame won't touch a Lawrel Leaf. 

The. Teeth of Time, or Enyy, or her Tongue, 

Have not the Power to do my Verſes wrong. 
Then don't thy Lawrel'd Lover now refuſe, 

Thou, dearer to me, than the deareſt Muſe, 
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To chuſe a Friend, but never Marry: . k 
: 12 wk By the Earl of Rocheſter, . 
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1 all young Men that love to Wo e, 
To Kiſs and Dance, and Tumbletoog . 
Draw near and Counſel take of me, 
Your faithful Pilot I will be. 
Kiſs who you pleaſe, Joan, Kate, or Mary, 
But ſtill this Counſel with you carry,  _ 
i RrebLa BOM Neve: Marry: 


Court not a Country Lady, ſhe - 
Knows not how to yalue thee: 
She hath no Am'rous Paſſion, but 

What Tray, or Quando has for Slut; 

To Lick, to Whine, to Frisk, or Cover, 

She'll ſuffer thee, or any other, .. 
VVV "Oi Thus to Love her, 


Her Daughter ſhe's new come to Town. 
In a rich Linſey Woolſey Gown; 
About her Neck a valued Prize, 
A Necklace made of Whitings Eyes, 
With Lift for Garters bove her Knee, 
And Breath that ſmells of Firmity, - -  — 
1 ST V not for thee; . 


Of Widows Witchcrafts have a care, 
For if they catch you in their Snare, 
You muſt as daily Labourers do, 
Befiill a ſhoving with your Plow ; 
_ Tf any reſt you do require, 
They then deceive you of your Hire, 
and retire, 
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In ſuch a Miftrifs, there's the Bliſs, 


— — - — 


—— — 
— * — ——m —— 
— — — 
_ 5 
1 


— 5 


Wo 


1 320 Pills ta Purge Melancholy! 


The Maiden Ladies of the Town, — 


Are ſcarcely worth your throwing downg 


For when you have Pofſeſſion got 


Of Fenus Mark, or Hony- pot, 


There's ſuch a ſtir with Marry me, 

That one would half forſwear to ſee 
e e ' + "8 
If that thy Fancy do deſire, 5 
A glorius out. ſide, rich attire, 


Come to the Court, and there you'll find 
Enough of ſuch to pleaſe your Mind, 


But if you gat too near their Lap, 


Jou're ſure to meet with the Miſhap, 


Call'd a Clay; 


With greaſie painted races dreſt, 


With butter'd Hair and fucus' d breaſt; 


Tongues with Diſſimulation tipt, 

Lips which a Million have them ſipp'd 

There's nothing got by ſuch as theſe, 

But akes in Shoulders, Pains in Knees, 1 0 
; r For your Fees, 


In fine, if thou delight'ſt to be. 


Concern'd in womans Company, 


Make it the Studies of thy Life | 
To find a rich, young, handſome - Wife, 
That can with much diſcretion be 
Dear to her Husband, kind to thee, _ 


Ten thouſand joys wrapt in a Kits, 

And in th' Embraces of her Waft, 

A Million more of Pleaſures taſte, 

Who e'er would Marry that could be 

Bi-ft with ſuch Opportualty, VT. i 
| | 5 Never me. 
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ere are 1 know, Fools that do not care 


Fome other Aſſes in a Female Creature, 
Reſpect no Beauty, but a hanſom Feature. 


With Pimples red and blue, 
And at the end a comly pearl of ſnot, 
Conſid'ring whether it ſhould fall or not; 
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Much for the Body, fo the Face be Fair. 


Each Man his Humour hath, and faith 'tis mine 
To love a woman that I now define. 1 
Firft, I would have her wrinkb'd Wainſcot Face, 


With Mouth from Ear to Ear, much like a Plaice: 


Her Noſe I'd have a Foot longs not _—_ bY | +4 
r {ach Ove, .: "ll 


Provided next her Teeth be rotted out, 


I care not if her Pretty: pearly 'Snont  _ 
Meet with her Chin, and both of them | together 


Hem in her Lips, as dry as is Tann'd Leather: 


She ſhould have one Wall-eye, for that's a ſign - 


In other Beafts the beft, why not in mine? 


Let her Eye · brows be a Pent-houſe to her Face, 


With Hair two Inches long, for th' better grace. 


Her Neck I'd have to be pure jet at leaſt, 


With yellow ſpots Enamel'd, and her Breaft 
Shrivel'd like twonwo!ld Bottles made of Leather, 
Yet they ſhould loving be, and ſtick together. 
As for her Belly, tis no matter, ſo N 


There be à Belly, and a thing below, 


Yet would I have it to be ſomthing high, 


But allways let there be a Tinpany. 
Into ber Legs let her good Humours fall, 
And all her Calf into a gouty Small; 1 
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er Feet both ſhart and thick, and neatly ſplay'd: 
Here's the Character of a- handſom Maid. 


As for hz: Back parts, I deſire no more, 
If they but anſwer thoſe that are before: 
1 have what j deſire z and having ſo, 


Judge Reader, am I Happy Yea, or no 2 
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On a Wolf Sentencl. 
He Counry People once a of did take, 


| That of their Sheep and Lambs did havock make; 
Some Voted that he ſhould be Crucifi d. 


Others would have him in the Fire be fry'd. 
Some, to be hew'd in Pieces with a Sword, 


And to be thrown to Dogs, to be devour'd. 


Among the reft, one who unluckly fate 


Had dom'd to th' troubles of a married State, 


- (The common lot of men) oh! Friends (ſays he) 
Lay by your forks and ropes that knotty be, 
The ſword, the fire, the Guns, the croſs, the whips, 


Are but flight Tortures, I have one out-ftrips: 


_ All thoſe, if you would puniſh him to th' Life, 


Fit for his Crimes, then Jer bim Wed a Wife, 
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Nktter our Heads than Hearts ſhould ake, 
Love's Childiſh Empire we deſpiſe; *© 
Good Wine of him a Slave can make, 
And force a Lover to be Wiſe. 


Wine ſweetens all the cares of Peace, 
And takes the Terror off from War: 
To Loves affliction is gives eaſe, 

And to our Joys does beſt prepare. 
Better our Heads, &c. | | 
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By Cleaveland. 


| i you will be ftill, 
I Ihen tell you J will 
_ Of a fuſty old Gil, = 
That dwells under a Hill; 
She is a right Sage, | 
Well worn with Age, 
And a Viſage will ſwage 
A ſtout Man's Courage. 


Fhe has a beetle-brow, 
Deep Furrows enow; 
She's Ey'd like a Sow, 

Flat Nos'd like a Cow g 
She has a Deviliſh Grin, 
Long hairs on her Chin, 
She's nearly a-kin 
To the foul footed Fiend. 
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„ r eeth yellow as Box, 
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Half out with the Poxz 
Her breath ſweet as ſocks, 
Or the ſcent of a fox: 
Lips ſwarthy and dun, 
With a Mouth like a Gun, 
And her Twattle does run 
As ſwift as the Sun. 


Hair lowzy with Nits, 

She ſtinks i'th' Arm. pits, 
She ſtill hawks and ſpits, 
And hems up great bits. 
She has long unpair'd Nails, 
Hands cover'd with ſcales, 
She's ſtill full of ails, 

And to ſtink ne ver fails, 


Her back has a Hill, 
- You may plant a Wind- mill, 
And the farts of this Fil, 
Would the Sails, well trill; 
'Pye taken my fill 
Of the fuſty old Fill : 
Which ſhe took ſo ill, 
That I laid down my "Quilt, 


